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+5250 10 months to 


ment ring carved with 

arrows hearts and beautiful bird design 

cupuis; diamond on in 18K white goldand 23— Artistic Roman 

each side of shank and setwith ourAAlqualk scroll design in 14K 
ity blue white dia- white gold set with 


Love Knot en- 
. large brilliant bive 
t ig 
gagement ring; K white diamond in cen- mond, 31.00 with or- large brilliant blue 


whit id set with our 
AAl quality blue white ter. $1.00 with order, Y OU have heard of the big savings that der, pay $4.00 to Post white diamond df our 
diamend. 51-00 wi month, can be effected by dealing directly thru man; $6.00 a month. 


order, $4.15 a month. 


the mails. Here are some of the exam- 


ples. Every article is high quality— A NEw DINNER RING 


rm everything guaranteed. We sell under . . 

fo erly the guarantee of Satisfaction or Money with 3 Diamonds 
Sold Refunded. and 4,Sapphires 
WHAT YOU Do— *42°° 
3750 SEND ONE DOLLAR with your name and 


address, the number of the article you wish 24 ~- Artistic design 18K 


to examine and a brief note telling us some- white gold dinner ring 

Now 3250 ne — pore set with three blue white 

imply state: ow long at present diamonds and four blue 
24—An American made watch with a guaranteed 17 address, (2) Age, (3) Married or Single, sapphires. A remarkable 
Jewel movement in a 14K green gold filled case; beau- (4) Name of employer, (5) Nature of bargain.$1.00 withorder, 
tifully engraved. It formerly sold for $37.50. Now work and (6) How long in employment. $4.15 a month. 
you can buy it at this low price of $32.50. $1.00 This information will be held strictly . 
with order, $3.15 a month. confidential—no direct inquiries sent 


to employer. Regular 


9 
It’s a BULOVA WHAT WE Do— $50 Value . 
Upon arrival of your order, we will 
$s 75 open a Ten Months Charge Ac- 
~ count and send your selection for 
—~ approval and 15 days trial. 
Convince yourself of its remark- f 
able value. If satisfied, you pay 2 . 
—Two bi h di d four bl hi e set in this 
the balance in ten equal | white dlemends sod four bloe sapphires are ost this 
monthly payments. Other- Id filled flexible expansion syesees set with two =e eut 
wise, return and your dollar nch blue sapphires, $39.50. $1.00 with $3.85 a mont 
x be promptly refunded. t! 
© articles sold to persons : 
po | under 20 years of age. NEW ELGIN i 
on Credit ‘ 
at the Nationally Fume PARISENNE WATCH 
Advertised Cash Price 
aris, creators 
26—Here's a new model in the famous Bulova watch. It hasa have ! the ‘eae b 
15 Jewel movement with dust-tite cap that keeps out dust and Elgin Parisi ‘ 
dirt and radium numerals‘and hands. Buy it on our convenient aang yertrioren: n 
yment plan at the nationally advertised cash price — The famous American 
29.75. $1.CO with order, $2.87 a month, manufacturer placed it } 
. within your reach t 
Introducing at this low price. : 
They are fashion- 
hey are fas 
KENT ed in Jade, Black 
or Ruby Boamel. 
Insured To To Any Adult 
= t’s Dust-proof li 
Diamond, Watch 
or article 
Jewelry, 
ill send yo 
booklet free 
) hs jesign. a riotte in a 
= achievement of _ tic color of jade, Black or rub; 
red, 
every- modern art in jade, ename!, ention color desired, y 
thing. black or rubyename! Men- = $85.00, 91,00 with order $3.40 a 
tion color desired, $35.00. $1.00 down, month, ‘3 re 
| be 
=. ol 
e\ 
om Wi 
m 
ae 28—The | to 
new Kent has 
= all the modern improvements roe] 1660 B » yl 
of watch making, Consider its many features il- ept bt nove ~ On 
Special, movement lustrated to the left, then consider its low price. (AY 
in solid casemen Witheach watch wegivean insurance policywhich YORK, 
a protects you. We give you 15 days to wear it and T 
= convince yourself of its dependability. Its, ‘ar ~~, 
, proof feature alone should be sufficient for you tr ( 
to make Send let us ~ 
pe send you watch for approv: 1 s trial. 
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Join Now While the Saving is Greatest! 


HE Literary Guild offers readers a 

opportunity to join a move- 

ment of first importance to the 
future of American letters. Playgoers 
of discrimination have their Theatre 

Guild, an organization which has raised 

the standard of good drama materially 

in America. Now—through the efforts 
of a group of educational and literary 
leaders—you can belong to a similar 
society, engaged in selecting the best 
books published and sponsoring those 
no cultured American will care to miss. 

The many advantages of membership. 
the prestige of being associated with 
such a work, the actual cash saving on 
the price of new books, and all the 
other privileges enjoyed by members 
create the impression that the Guild is 
limited to wealthy patrons only. THIS 
IS NOT THE CASE! 

Membership in The Literary Guild is 
absolutely free. You pay only the 
subscription price of $18 for twelve 
of the leading books published each 
year in America. You not 
read even a small fraction of all the 
books that pour from the presses of 
our leading publishers. You can not 
even hope to read all of the outstand- 
ing works. You can not afford to 
waste both time and money upon 
mediocre books which will be forgotten 
in a day. But there is a way for you 
to read and own the leading books that 
you will hear discussed everywhere, 
one each month of the year. 

The Guild Plan Solves Your 
Greatest Reading Problem 
The Literary Guild is close to the 

heart of the book world. Its editors 

are writers, educators, literary special- 
ists. By arrangement with all the lead- 


ing publishing houses, they know exactly 
what major manuscripts will be pub- 
lished. From these they choose the 
most important ones each month to 
read. A final selection is then made of 
the ONE book that represents the most 
significant and  worth-while _ literary 
achievement of the month. 

Carl Van Doren is Editor-in-Chief of 
this advisory board. You would never 
hesitate to accept his recommendation 
of a book worth reading. Every Guild 
book carries his endorsement. He is 
assisted by Glenn Frank, president of 
the University of Wisconsin; Joseph 
Wood Krutch; Elinor Wylie and 
Hendrik Willem Van Loon. This earn- 
est group of Editors answer your great- 
est book-buying question: What books 
are worth buying? 

You can now enjoy the distinction of 
being the first in your community to 
read the books that the nation will be 
discussing a few weeks later You 
eliminate the danger of missing the 
outstanding books you want to read— 
through oversight or because you are 
too busy. The monthly Guild selection 
is delivered to your door on the )ub- 
lication day, charges prepaid. Your 
membership in the Guild makes you an 
authority on the worth-while in current 
books—both fiction and non-fiction. You 
will always know that the Guild book 
is the ménth’s chosen book. 


Twelve Books a Year at a 
Great Cash Saving 


Besides the cultural advantages of 
being always in touch with the most 
entertaining and important new books 
as they are published, receiving your 
books the same day stores receive them, 
you pay much less for the entire 

1 


twelve books bought on the Guild plan. 

Instead of the regular trade binding, 
which you will see everywhere, all Guild 
books are specially bound and stamped 
with the name of the organization, This 
binding distinguishes ‘the Guild books, 
sets them apart as special editions, en- 
hances their value. Books in the Guild 
binding on your shelves or table top 
stamp you as a person of cultivated 
taste in literature, a reader actively in- 
terested in this movement to promote 
the best in current books, Tasteful, 
durable, sturdy; each Guild book is 
made to be read and reread many times, 
as books of such great interest always 
are 

The subscription price for the Guild 
books must soon be advanced. Those 
who join later will still realize a cash 
saving but that saving is much greater 
now! Send for information at once. 

Your satisfaction is assured. Mail the 
coupon at once for a detailed description of 
the Guild and the many advantages of 
membership to you. Your request for 
information does not involve the slightest 
obligation 

LITERARY GUILD OF AMERICA 
55 Fifth Ave., Dept. 45 S.S. New York City 


3 The Literary Guild of America 
ig 55 Fifth Ave., Dept. 45 S. S. 
iE New York City 
- 
ww I wonld like to know more about_ thr 
» Guild. You may send me a copy of WINGS, 
. free and without obligation. 
Name 
@ Address 
w City « 
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Che Outstanding Magazine Geature of 1928 
WHAT EVERY WOMAN WANTS TO KNOW 
SBy “Adela “Rogers St. fohns . . . . 16 


This Month’s Best Stories 


This Month’s BEsT 


AND- SMART SET’S GALLERY OF BEAUTY, pages 9-12; JOHN HELD’s 
OWN PAGE, page 13; ON A DEW, DEW, DEWy Day, 4y Joyce Dennys, page 47; 
FEATHERS FOR FIG LEAVES, 4y Henry Fournier, page 50; LAUGHTER, a poem, dy 
Iris Jeppson, page 60; COOKOO SCREEN SHOTS FROM FILM LAND, pages 74-76 


Cover Design Painted by Henry Clive 


cA Breathless Serial of a Ves Man's Sweetheart 


The “NO” Girl 


“L SBy EDGINTON, who wrote “Ghe Foy Girl” 


VOLUME 83, NO. 1 Editor 


Catty Kitty and Her Boy Friends 15 Love for Hire . . . M2 
Lloyd Mayer Invites You to Meet Her The Love Story of a Teenie Cinderella 

A Lady with Money . . Unforbidden Fruit « 
Vina Delmar's Story of a Good Girl By Warner Fabian (Conclusion) 

Ain’t Nature Wonderful? . . . 30 Eyes of Youth . . . a 
The Adventures of Two Buy-Buy Girls Bob Carr Reveals a Gil. 5 Greatest 
You, My Beloved . . <n The Woman in the Case se 

By Sheila Donisthorpe ( Piirt ) The End of a Tangle of Indisctretion 


Ask Us About Companionate Marriage 22 ~ Stepping Along With the Smarter Set 48 
Josephine Haldeman-Julius < Aubrey Roselle By H. W. Hanemann 
Ten Darlings of Broadway . 28 Courage . . 
By Mark Hellinger By O. O. Melntyre 
Girls, We're Wise to You. . . 34 Science and Marriage. . . . . 56 
By Cornell Woolrich By Albert E. Wiggam (As Told to Rob Tschaegle) 
Can Work Take the Place of Love? 41 How I Got My Vacuum Cleaner to 
By A. A. Brill, M.D. (As Told to K. W. Payne? Like Me By Donald Ogden Stewart 62 
I Knew Him When— ... . 46 De You Dress to Express Your Self? 68 
By Irvin S. Cobb By Harry Collins 


y copyr »e republished without permission. Published monthly by the Magus Magazine Corporation at 221 


p 
“quinn “Pr dent Wa. C. Lencrt, Vice -President ; KaTHRrn Secretary; R. L. 

Treasurer 1928 by Magus Magazine rp copys price, d States and possessions, $3.00 a year; Canada, $3.50; 
Poreign. $4.60. All subscriptions are in ance ‘We on egin subsert pt ions with back numbe Uniess otherwise directed we begin all subscriptions with 
the eo - 4° When sending in your al please cive a te wr weeks" notic When changing an ebarens, sive the old address as well as the new and allow five 
the first y to reach you Entered as socund class matter, March 27 “it 900, at the Post Office, New York, under the act of Murch 3, 1879. Additional entry 
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Training 


PREPARING 
you to fill a fine 
Drafting job at 
a substantial 
taise in pay... 


FINDING you 
the better-paid 
and 

LACING you 
in it, or money 
refund 


“eee 


Co [ D fi 

Men who can read blue-prints and draw plans are “‘sitting pretty” 

these days. No wonder, when you consider that every machine, every building, all 
= industrial activities start on the Drafting table! Intensive production, record-break- 
ing construction operations, have created a great demand for expert Draftsmen 
capable of designing and calculating original plans. 


y 


at $50 to $125 a week paid to Expert Draftsmen 
salary ed You 

earning ce Get this Drafting isn't just one line of work—it reaches out 

entire into the Electrical, Manufacturing, Building Construction, Automotive 

you and Structural industries. That is why you'll fiad well-paid Drafting 

dus yoo positions advertised in all industrial centers of the U.S. 70,000 vacancies 

>) oon reported in the past 12 months. And that is why I advise men to go into 

Vey ee ae Drafting, particularly if handicapped by lack of high-school or college 

AE education. Today you are in competition with high-school and college 


graduates for the better-paid jobs. You must have specialized training to win. 


A Drafti: 2 Tah GUARANTEED The Entering Wedge to Success 
paying 50‘. more than you earn today in all Building and Manufacturing Lines 
—or not a penny of cost! I recommend Drafting, too, because it can be QUICKLY learned at home, in spare time—with- 


out quitting your job, without losing a day's time or a dollar in pay. Because you're sure there 


Now, ne stoi a hanlagper afford, on terms of only will be a good position waiting when you are ready for it. And because the work is so fascinat- 


$6 per month, you can actually BUY a fine ing and offers better-than-ordinary chances for advancement. For the Draftsman is in close con- 
Drafting position and a substantial increase in _ tact with important work and BIG MEN, and he is right ia line for p to Superiatend 
ay. A million-dollar institution guarantees *%4 other executi ’e positions. 
foth—the training, then the employment. 
Under money-back penalty. Draft n L iy 
This agreement brings you your SECOND } eSsons 33 
CHANCE. To repair a neglected education, to as 


specialize, to change toa line where youcan get 
ahead more rapidly. Read it, and investigate it! 


The American School 


Chartered 30 years as an EDUCATIONAL in- 
stitution and lilze the best resident schools and 
colleges, conducted NOT FOR PROFIT. We 
offer complete, thorourh up-to-date instruc- 
tion, built by 200 leading Educators, Engi- 

42 necrs and Execu- 
m tives. A unique in- 

f struction, built to 
meet the specificz- 
tions of well-paid 
Mee jobs as laid down 

\ by employers them- 
selves, yet simplified for 
ready understanding by 
men with only common 
schooling. 

And we are the first in the 
home study field to recog- 
nize the need of giving a COM- 
PLETE SERVICE to ambitious mea 

—training, plus employment. Which 
O. C. MILLER takes you as you are, supplies the 


D Ex Ww equipment you lack, and lands you 
————— in the better job you seek. Without 


risk to youl 


to prove you can learn at 
home, in your spare time! 


You will never have a more seri- 

ous personal problem than decid- 

ing your future life-work—so we 7 
merely urge you to LOOK INTO 
Drafting. See how you like it, see if you learn as 
readily as most men do, get the facts about the op- 
portunities, the salaries paid, the jobs open, the 
chances for promotion. 
This is why, on receipt 
of your name, we will 
send you the first three 
lessons of our Drafting 
course without cost or 
obligation. 


O. C. MILLER, Director Extension Work, 
THE AMERICAN SCHOOL, 
Dept. D-6251 Drexel Ave. & 58th St., 
Chicago, Illinois 
Please send without cost or obligation: 
1. Three Drafting Lessons. 
2. Facts about the opportunities in Drafting. 


Lf 5 ey 2. Your Guaraatee to traia aad place me under money-back peaalty. 
“\chool 
Address........ 
Dept. D-6251 Drexel Ave. & 58th St., Clticago. Il. Occupation... 
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It is a Far, Far Better Thing 


“TT IS a far, far better thing that I do, than I have ever done.’’ Have you ever been able to say 

those words to yourself with as glorious a sense of achievement as that with which Sydney 
Carton, in Dickens's ‘‘Tale of Two Cities’’ spoke them? With a sense of having done something really 
worth while—something that gives you a little hour of triumph that will glow against the back- 
ground of all the rest of your life like a morning star? In October SMart Set you will find: 


meLIA Earnart, the first girl to 
fly the Atlantic! A whole world 
shared her hour of triumph. What 
was she thinking while millions 
applauded her courage and daring? 
What manner of girl is she anyway? 
Is she so very different from you? 
Does she love pretty clothes? Does 
she dream the dream of every girl 
that age-old dream of gay romance? 
Of course you'd love to meet her and 
you are going to have that oppor- 
tunity when you read 


The Golden Girl 
of The Air 


By John Winkler 


in October SMART SET 


HEN John Morland met Sally she was another fel- 
The other fellow thought she 
was a tame kitty but John felt that in being kind to her he 
was doing a far, far betzer thing than he had ever done 
Heaven lasted until they had a mis- 
From that moment on John ceased to be 
a chivalrous, idealistic, romantic boy until in a moment 


low’'s blind date. 


for himself. 


before 


understanding. 


Why did she return his ring? 
See ‘*The Girl Who Was Cast Out”’ 


Beauty? 


HAT is a woman's chief interest 
W in life? To win and hold the 
love of a man. Have you been suc- 
cessful? If you haven't won the man 
of your dreams yet or if you have and 
want to keep him—here’s how! Read 
the story of Emma Hamilton, one of 
the most famous enchantresses of 
history. From this weman who be- 
gan life as a servant girl and earned 
for herself the title of the Divine 
Lady you can learn to te more fas- 
cinating than you ve ever been before 


What Every Woman 


Wants to Know 
By Adela Rogers St. Johns 


in October Smart Ser 


HAT are you, as a girl, most interested in? Dress? 
A career? 
ning next month departments on these topics will be 
conducted for you by experts. Ganna Walska, one of the 
world’s most beautiful women, will tell you how to use 
make-up; Lucille La Salle, famous costume designer, will 
write on fashions; Helen Woodward, the author of 


Love and marriage? Begin- 


‘Through Many Windows,’’ will tell you how to choose 
the right career, and Madame Elinor Glyn will help you 
with your love problems. The editors feel that they will 


of flaming altruism he tried to do a far, far better thing 
than he had ever done before—for some one else. If 
you ve never had an experience like that vcu'll thrill to 


its romantic possibilities when you rea ' 


The Blind Date 


By Percy Marks 


in October SMart SET 


ov wouldn't expect a girl whose 
4 name was Sandalwood to be 
common would you? You'd expect 
her to be a little exotic, a little finer 
than most girls. But outwardly 
she wasn't until she met a man 
who seemed like a god to her. At 
times he was cruel but wasn’t 
he doing a far, far better thing 
than he had ever done before in 
helping a girl attain her hour of 
triumph? You'll love 


Common & Preferred 


By Vina Delmar 
who wrote ‘*Bad Girl’’ 


in October SMart Set 


be making a better magazine than ever before for 


The Girl of Today 


The Most Important Person on Earth 
in October Smart Set 


RE society girls different from the 
A average girl? Have they stand- 
ards and traditions to live up to 
which keep them from being any- 
thing but nice girls? If they don't 
drial and smoke and pet to excess 
what do they do instead? Do they 
realize the responsibility that is 
theirs in making the world a far, 
far better place than it has been 
before? Don't miss 


Nice Girls Don’t Do 
Such Things 


Alice Lee Beadleston 
a smart society girl tells May Cerf 
in October SMart Set 


OULD you say yes to whatever 
W a rich, unscrupulous old man 
asked of you for the sake of a soft 
living? Would you hide behind a 
woman's courage trusting her to 
say ‘‘no’’ for your sake to the luxu- 
ries of the world? But if she said. 
““yes’’ would you dare to do a” 
braver thing than you had ever 
done before to cast off your shackles 
and hers? You will love and suffer 
and triumph with 


The “No” Girl 
in the thrilling new serial by 
May Edginton 
in October SMart Set 


F you'd like to feel that you've done a far, far better nee than you have ever done 
before buy two copies of October Smart Set, which will be on all the newsstands 


August 31, and give one to a friend who is not yet acquainted with Smart Set 
4 
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How much would you 

expect to pay for the 

\\\ smart modcil oy American Brocdclot ‘shown 

\\ \\ above? It is trimmed with Manchurian Wolf 

\\ fur. Full lined with fine stil: for 
two years. See it in our new S 


Convenient Budget Plan 


AVE money by budgeting your income. Lay aside so much for groceries, so much 
for rent, etc., and include so much for stylish new clothes under the Elmer 
Richards Plan. It’s such a delightful and easy way to be always well dressed. 

We will give you the same credit that the banker’s wife gets when she orders and 
waits one, three or six months to pay her bills. Order your clothes mow, budget just 
a little of your income each month for thein, and take six months to pay! In 
this way you won’t have to wait for what you want until you can spare the 
money all at wel Paying only a little each month makes your clothes seem to 
cost almost nothing. Try our plan and see. 


ag ED Richards Co., Dept. 3886 


Jo i West 35th Street 
Style Book. Send me your new Sy Book showing the latest New York 
styles in women’s, men’s and children’s clothing, and full details 
. of your 6 Months-to-Pay credit plan, absolutely ree. 


Newest Smartest 
New York Styles! 


Send now for this book of authoritative 
style information. Many pages, color 
illustrations, accurate descriptions in 
every detail; showing exactly all the 
features of up-to-date styles in dresses, 
coats, millinery, shoes and 
wearing apparel—surprising values in 
all kinds of women’s, men’s and chil- 
dren’s quality clothing. 


For All the Family 


You'll know what Dame Fashion 

favors when you finish looking 

through this new Style Book. No 

effort was spared to make it the 

most reliable and up-to-date 
source of information on wearing 
apparel ever offered. Every detail is up- 
to-the-minute. Illustrations and descrip- 
tions are all complete. They leave no 
doubts as to quality, designs, styles and 
right prices. The very newest thing 
from the ultra smart to the most con- 
servative is contained in this book. 
It is full of complete surprises for you. 
To go through this new Style Book is 
like visiting the most up-to-date store 
in New York—but with the excessive 

overhead costs cut off. 

Satisfaction Guaranteed 
Success runs hand in hand only with 
service and satisfaction. More than 
twenty years of pleasant relations with 
hundreds of thousands of satisfied cus- 
tomers is proof that this big oop 
style house offers the utmost in quality 
service and value. We guarantee satisfact 
See the new styles, com ‘on 
in our new Style Book. coupon now, for 
your copy free. 


Chicago, Illinois 


Just Out! This new Style Book is just off the press. There are only 

a limited number of copies for public distribution other than to our 

old customers. Send for your fréicopy mow, Mail the coupon today. 
Book will be sent with typical Elmer Richards’ 
prompt service, the same day coupon is received. 


FILMER.RICHARDS CO. 
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Best 
Motion 


Picture 


al 


nterview 


Courtesy of Boni & Liveright 
t t THEODORE DREISER { 


Theodore Dreiser Analyses Mack Sennett. The American Master of 
lragedy Interviews the American Master of Comedy. 


The result is the most remarkable interview ever published of a motion 
picture luminary. 

In the August issue of PHOTOPLAY, Jack Gilbert continues his ab- 
sorbing life story, a fascinating and candid autobiography. 


Lucien Cary writes on “The Simple Art of Fascinating Men.” 


Margaret Sangster presents the first of her new series of wonderful 
short stories, ‘“The Stars That Never Were.” ‘There is a sensational fea- 
ture, “The Confessions of a Movie Mother,” written by a real screen 
mother. 

Of course, there are other bright features, hundreds of pictures, 


PHorop.ay’s $5,000 Cut Puzzle Contest and the invaluable Shadow Stage 
Department of current reviews. 


PHOTOPLAY MAGAZINE 
On Sale at All Newsstands 
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DOWN 


Clip the coupon 
below. Write your 


name andaddressplainly. 
Pinadollar bill to it—mail 
at once. We will ship 
immediately — all three 
—— on approval in one com- 

eneat package. Notrou- 
bletolay. If satisfactory, 

just send 


The Gold Seal 


means complete satisfac- 
tion or money back. 


Always look for the Gold Seal. 
There are floor coverings that look like 
Congoleum. Many are called by fancy 
“oleum” hames, Often low ao are adver- 
tised on “seconds” or damag 

But there is only one Congoleum. 
There is only one Gold Seal Congo- 
leum. These three rugs are 
allGenuine Gold Seal 


Dollar a Month 


$10.80 


Genuine Gold Seal 


Not just_one rug, but three! Three 


Genuine Gold Seal Congoleum Art Rugs! The prettiest 
and most artistic Congoleum Rug pattern ever produced. 


A great big, beautiful, room size 
9 EE by 12 foot Genuine Congoleum 
Art Rug, and two companion rugs to 
match. All three Rugs for TEN DOL- 
LARS AND EIGHTY CENTS. 


You mig! ht almost say - — All 
three for ONE DOLLAR! Doilar 
down—one dollar a month. Simply pin 
a dollar bill to the coupon — about a 
year to pay afterwards, easily and con- 
veniently. Beauty, utility, home com- 
fort; housekeeping satisfaction that no 
housekeeper should miss, for the odd 
dollar now and then she will never miss. 


Guaranteed Genuine Gold Seal 
Congoleum Art Rugs! All three Art 


1266 W. 35th Street, Chicago 


Rugs bear the famous Congoleum Art 
Rug Gold Seal—the famous Gold Seal 
that can’t be placed on “seconds,” or 
damaged goods, or imitations. 


Brand New Oval Design 


The broad band of this oval border is a 
rich, velvety midnight blue. Imposed on this 
superb background isonecontinuous floral spray, 
pane g over into the center background in 
raceful clusters. Delightfully shaded pink 
lowers, with a stone-gtay foliage about the color 
of Dusty Miller, forms the floral decoration. 


The background of this rug is about 


the prettiest blue you ever saw. 


Congoleum is the only guaranteed floor 
cov’ ering. Cc ongoleum is the floor covering that 
d the ping habits of a nation. 


Millions of homes are justly proud of 
their Congoleum floors. Heretofore they have 
paid a great deal more to obtain them. Homes 
that own Congoleum floors no longer know the 
back - breaking, heart - breaking drudgery of 
scrubbing floors. 


Waterproof — No Seams — Lies Flat 
Never Curls Up — No Scrubbing 


$1°° Down—$1°° a Month 


All this for ten dollars and eighty cents, 
spread over a year’s time—ON A YEAR’S 
CREDIT, 

Shop around and make comparisons. Go 
wherever Congoleum is sold—and Congoleum is 
sold everywhere. 

Our price includes two beautiful com- 
panion Rugs. Our 4 is a CREDIT price—you 
pay little little. Our price includes a thirty- 
day free trial offer. 

Be Sure to Ask For Free Catalog 
Of 10,000 Other Bargains 


Spiegel, May, Stern Co., 1266 W. 35th St., Chicago 


M 


=Pin A Dollar to the Coupones 


I enclose $1 for @ ft. x 12 ft. Congoleum and two 
extra rugs each 18 inches x 
36 inches No. $7C2601-—all on 30 days’ free 
trial. If Il return them, you are to refund my dollar, also 


all transportation costs. Otherwise I Ey $1.00 
& monthly, until special price of $16.80 


Street or R. F. D. 
or Box No.......- 
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The Important “Person on Earth 
O: 
The GIRL of TODAY 


Posed by Eva Von Berne ACG M 


cAnd SHer “Pleasures 
WE DEDICATE SMART SET 


So Beginning With the 
October Jssue 


SMART SET will not only be a magazine of Entertainment; it will be 
a magazine of Service and Enlightenment. Its brilliant new features 
on Charm, Fads and Fashions, Careers and Problems will be con- 


ducted and written by the best authorities of the day 


Che Best Short Stories, the “Best Serials, the Best Articles, 
the Best Gun—Plus these Dew Geatures—will make 
SMART SET the ONLY magazine for Ghe Girl of Goday 


|. 


“Heer (Career & “Her “Problems 
“Her Gashions “Fler “Health 


Camera Study by V. Laviosa 


eMADGE KENNEDY 


cA blue-eyed blonde, so girlishly innocent you’d never think of her as 
the naughty lady of that successful comedy of divorce, ‘“Paris Bound” 


Smar C Set’s Galler y of “Beauty 

| 

| | 


“HARRIET SHOCTER 
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Camera Study By 
Edward Thayer Monroe 


Light as 
laughter 
Divinely 
fair, night- 
ly she trips 
her way 
in the 
‘*Ghree 
eM uske- 


teers 
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Camera Study by Autrey 


“EMPTRESS 


She is eMary “Duncan, darkly sophisticated, slumberous-eyed. Ge 
is @harles eMorton, a blond boy with a bright future. ‘Which 
would you say was one of “Ghe Gour “Devils”’ in that Gox picture? 
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GERTRUDE ‘WILLIAMS 


@Ghe reason for any reader’s turning over a new leaf. ‘Poised 
and calm, brown-haired and most serene, the newest laurel leaf 


in the beauty crown of eAWr. Ziegfeld 
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A new inner tube? Let your tooth paste pay for 


How come, you ask? Do a little 
arithmetic with us and find out 
The average dentifrice costs you 
soc. You use about a tube a month. 
Twelve times fifty equals six dol- 
lars, the yearly cost. Listerine 
Tooth Paste costs 25c (the large 
tube). Twelve times twenty-five 
equals three dollars. All right 
Six dollars minus three dollars 
equals three dollars, your annual 
saving. Spend it as you please. 
The inner tube is merely a sug- 
gestion 


Large Tube 
25c 


[Jemanded 


a first class tooth paste at 25° 


OULDN’T a young man or 

woman starting out in life be 
glad to cut the yearly tooth paste bill 
from $6 to $3? 

Wouldn't a man paying bills for a 
family of seven like to reduce the 
family tooth paste bill from $42 to 
$21? 

We thought they would. Investi- 
gation showed that thousands of 
others felt the same way. 

Therefore, we produced a really 
first class dentifrice at 25c for a large 
tube. Half of what you usually pay. 


Listerine Tooth Paste is its name. 
Ultra‘modern methods of manufac- 
ture, alone, permit such a price for 
such a paste. 


In it are contained certain ingredi- 
ents that our fifty years’ study of 
tooth and mouth conditions taught 
us are necessary to a first class denti- 
frice for the perfect cleansing of all 
types of teeth. 


Outstanding among them is a mar- 
velous new and gentle polishing agent 
so speedy in action that tooth brush- 
ing is reduced to a minimum. 


We ask you to try this delightful 
dentifrice one month. See how white 
it leaves your teeth. How good it 
makes your mouth feel. Judge it by 
results alone. And then reflect that 
during the year, it accomplishes a 
worthwhile saving. Lambert Pharm- 
acal Company, St. Louis, Mo., U.S.A; 


LISTERINE 


TOOTH PASTE 
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Invites You 
to 


and 


Her Boy Friends 


“WS THAT you, Ransom? I'll be down in a minute... 

[: ACTually WILL, my dear!” 

It was already twenty minutes after the hour Kitty 
had told Ransom to call for her to take her to the country 
club dance. 

“My dear, I was TOO IMPRESSED with the DIVINE 
FLOWers!” Ransom wished she wouldn’t lean over the 
banisters and call things out loud at him like that. It seemed 
so public. 

“TERribly sorry to keep you waiting, my dear, but I’ve 
ACTually had the most HECtic time DRESSing ... Im 
coming RIGHT DOWN, though—I ACTually AM! 

“Hollo keed!” Kitty’s greeting when she came in a full 
ten minutes later thrilled him. It seemed so intimate. Then 
he realized she said it to everybody. She used to say, “Hi!” 
but none of the girls were saying, “Hi!” any more. They 
had abandoned that simple greeting for the more ornate, 
“Hollo keed!” 

“Hi!” said Ransom who had intended to say something 
clever but had suddenly forgotten what it was. 


y PANTING like a plush HORSE at this point,” said 
Kitty. “HONestly, my dear, when you arRIVED I didn’t 
have enough on to cover a MOLE. I mean I simply couldn't 


summon the ENergy to get out of the BATHtub, my dear, 
until the last MINute when I only had about five SEConds 
to DRESS or something—can you BEAR it? Got a cigarette? 
I s’pose we're terribly LATE, aren't we? 
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“GOSH, my dear, haven’t you got any cheap ones? These 
things are too rich for MY blood. Anyway I think I've got 
some in my bag.” 

“That’s a darned pretty dress,” said Ransom as they climbed 
into his roadster. ‘Isn't it a new one?” 

“HEAvens, NO, my dear. I’ve worn it THREE TIMES! 
MOTHer loathes it. She says it’s too short. It was AWfully 
sweet of you to BUNCH me, Ransom! I SIMply aDORE 
FLOWers and you're always so SWEET about SENDing them 
to me—you ACTually ARE!” 

Ransom shifted jerkily into high and swung the car out 
of the driveway on to the main road. “Gardenias are darned 
becoming to you, Kitty!” 


"7 H, YOU'RE so GOOD to me, Ransom,” fluted Kitty, 

slipping her arm through his. “You know, my dear 
I’m SIMPly TERrified about tonight because I just bet you 
ANYthing you're going to have me on your HANDS all 
EVEning because I mean I prob’ly won’t know a soul THERE, 
my dear! PROmise you won’t mind being STUCK with me, 
Ransom?” 

“Gee!” said Ransom. “I'd like to have the chance, Kitty! 
Nobody’s ever been able to get more than two feet with you 
at a party.” 

“Don’t be riDIC, Ransom! That’s a lot of HORSEradish, 
my dear. I WISH you wouldn’t always FLATter me s0, 
Ransom. It’s TERribly MEAN of you because it’s just a 
LINE I bet you throw to EV'ry girl!” | Continued on page 80] 
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very Woman 


he Girst 
of a New Series By 


ADELA ROGERS 
ST. JOHNS 


author of 

this amazing 
series is one of the 
greatest living ana- 
lysts of the emo- 
tions of women. She 
Spent two years 
studying the lives of 
the enchantresses of 
history before writ- 
ing these articles 


She knew how to get a man, which is comparatively 
easy. 
She knew how to hold him to their mutual happiness and 
advantage, which is hard. 


O~*s upon a time there was a woman named Cleopatra. 


And she knew how to get what she wanted out of him and Ti sean 
make him like it, which is extremely difficult. 
Cleopatra knew more about these things than any other } | 


woman who ever lived and she used the knowledge consciously 
and constantly. 

Since historical research and careful analysis prove 
that these things always were and still are the things 
every woman wants to know, Cleopatra may be trans- 
lated into modern English as “The Perfect Example for 
Her Sex” instead of “The Glory of Her Race,” which 
is the ancient Egyptian version. 

The things which Cleopatra and the other famous 
enchantresses of history knew are available to every 
woman today. The methods are not affected in the least 
by change of scenery or the invention of the telephone. 

What Cleopatra, Mary Stuart, Emma Hamilton, 
George Sand, Ninon de |’Enclos, Catherine The Great, 
Peggy O'Neal, Mona Lisa, DuBarry, Pompadour, Diane 
de Poitiers, Queen Elizabeth, Isabella, Beatrice D’Este, 
and the Empress Josephine had, all women can cultivate. 

If anybody doubts that men were, are, and ever will 
be woman’s chief business in life, a careful study of the lives 
and loves of these immortal women will soon settle them. 

If a great statesman like Queen Elizabeth and a famous 
author like George Sand could be neither happy nor successful 


Every Girl, Every Married “Woman e*UST ‘Read This 
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Wants to now 


“his 
“Being “What 


CLEOPATRA 
Knew About IT 


here are many 

versions of the 
personality of (leo- 
patra, ‘“©Ghe Serpent of 
the Nile.” In reality 
she was a queen beset 
by problems, and she 
used both Caesar and 
Anthony to help her 
solve them 


Painting By J. W. Waterhouse 


without a man’s love how can the average woman hope to be? 
When a woman satisfies herself without a love life it is 
because she doesn’t know how to get one, and her happiness 
is essentially negative. 
But any woman can have a love life and a happy one with 
the man she wants, be he a Caesar or a 
Chopin, a Napoleon or a Nelson, a me- 
chanic or a college professor, if she will 
study and put into practice the old but 
apparently little understood methods that 
these women used. Any woman can gain 
‘He Na her ambitions through the man who is in 
RW a position to gratify them, whether she 
\ 
LS starts in a millinery shop, as did DuBarry, 
\ or in a noble English family, as did Flor- 
ence Nightingale; whether the man be an 
old roué like Louis the 
Fifteenth or an_ idealistic 
_ English prime minister like 
Sidney Herbert and whether 
her ambition is to be the 
unwed and _ uncrowned 
queen of France or the 
slaving, suffering heroine of 
the Crimean War. 
Can men be happy and 


(Cerca knew there was no royal road successful without women? 


to luring. Ger ways were many Sometimes. 


and varied, but oh, how she scored Can women be happy and 
successful without men? 


‘Revelation of the Secret of Woman’s Power Over 


“Drawings by 
RUSSELL ‘PATTERSON 
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for Caesar’s 


he was only sixteen when she met the greatest Roman of them all, no match 
wife in looks, but her daring entrance made him laugh. cAs all men do (aesar liked 


laughter. Ghat was a trick Cleopatra never forgot 
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Never. Those are broad statements and like all broad state- 
ments susceptible to the inevitable exceptions. But they are 
true in so large a majority of cases that for our purpose they 
may be made flatly. 

Women cannot be happy without men, regardless of their 
work, success or intellectual prowess. A study of the lives, 
loves, ambitions and methods of many women who through 
all times and ages stood at the head of their sex in achieve- 
ment, charm, popularity and power will prove this. 

The one exception is women with a spiritual vocation, a 
definite religious vocation. It is not made in the case of 
women who were merely very spiritual like Mona Lisa Gio- 
condo and Isabella D’Este. 

Why pretend? Why deceive ourselves? 


V E CLAIM that woman today has reached greater heights 

than ever before. We point to her as enlightened, free, 
enjoying untold educational advantages, displaying a higher 
order of intelligence, occupying positions of power and influence. 
And on occasions the argument is advanced that for this 
reason women no longer care so greatly to win and please men. 

Fiddlesticks! They care just as greatly but they have lost 
the art and cover up their failure with talk about emancipation 
and independence. 

The emancipation and independence of woman isn’t the 
reason for the chaotic conditions existing at present between 


when freedom is given them. That is evident today. 

Advanced! Enlightened! More powerful! 

Show me a woman in the world today comparable in effi- 
ciency, intellect, education, physical endurance, sports, knowl- 
edge of housekeeping, graces of hospitality, the art of dressing, 
business sagacity, high spiritual attainment, or influence to the 
two most famous women of the Renaissance, Isabella and 
Beatrice D’Este. Or to any of a hundred others of the 
fifteenth century. 

It is true that woman as a whole has a freer position today 
than ever before. 

But as a person of charm, of power, of accomplishment, she 
has fallen far below the level of those D’Este sisters who 
inspired Raphael, da Vinci and Michelangelo. 

In the depths of her heart every woman wants to know 
what these women knew so completely to win the men they 
wanted and to hold them once they had won them. 

Every woman wants to know how to get the right man, 
not just any man. And she wants to know how to keep him 
in love with her, not merely how to hold him by chains of 
law and custom. 

She may want the man for any number of reasons: because 
she needs protection, because she wants children, because to- 
gether they can reach heights neither of them can climb 
alone or she wants him for all these reasons combined. 

The reason is not the main thing. 

She wants him. And she can 
get him if she will let her think- 


ing control and direct her emo- 
tions. 


Pec knew S the love-power of these old- There is no better way to learn 


how to play. When 


how than to study the methods 


Anthony wanted world women a secret that died employed by women who won 


to go out and ring 
doorbells, she put with them? 


and held and influenced the great 
geniuses of their own time. 
proves that these 


on her old clothes Or odevn Analysis 
— —_ Ae girl app ly their tech methods are universal and apply 
nique today? 


and went with him 


rather than feels? 


not hold? 


to no special time, class or race. 
If we consider the methods 


Can a woman get a man if she thinks and characteristics these women 


had in common, the different 
types of men they loved, the ad- 


Does sex, without charm, captivate but vantages they had or didn’t have, 


we will find out how they did it. 
If we put it into practice we shall 


Doe ; get what we want and keep it. 
s charm, without sex, last and More than that, the happiness 


triumph? 


of the world will be greatly in- 
creased. 


Are feminine brains more important to Let us sec; 
love than feminine beauty? teach us the most in this matter: 


Cleopatra, who was loved by 


Read this story of Cleopatra. Watch the great conquerors of her time. 


next. month for the story of Emma 


Emma, Lady Hamilton, who 
rose from a position of shame and 


Hamilton, who started as a servant class inferiority to marry an Eng- 
girl and became the “Divine Lady lish nobleman. 


Learn the secrets 
these masters of men 


George Sand, the most success- 
of women from ful woman writer ever born and 
the beloved of Chopin, Alfred de 
Musset, and Gustave Flaubert. 
Mary Stuart, queen of France 
and Scotland, and heroine of in- 


the sexes, the packed di- 

vorce courts, the unhapp 

marriages, the loose moral- 

ity with its inevitable 

disasters, the continual 
restlessness and dissatisfaction. 

The reason is that woman, upon whom ninety per cent of 
the responsibility for the relation must rest, has forgotten the 
methods that produced happiness for herself as well as for the 
man. 

In her search for freedom she has grabbed a bull by the 
tail and the sooner she lets go the better. Women weren't 
intended to be separate individuals. If they had been they 
wouldn’t be built the way they are and they aren’t happy 


numerable sensational romances. 

Peggy O'Neal, the little Ameri- 
can girl who through Andrew Jackson ruled the White House 
in spite of bitter opposition and was responsible for making 
Martin van Buren president of the United States. 

Catherine The Great, who owes her title to two remarkable 
men who worshiped her, Orloff and Potemkin. 

Ninon de l’Enclos, adored at seventy as she was at seven- 
teen and who for years, without wealth or position of high 
birth, the most influential woman in France. 

Mona Lisa Giocondo, subject of the most famous portrait 
ever painted and the only love of Leonardo da Vinci, who 
never saw her alone but once, yet almost died of grief of 
her untimely death. 

Elizabeth, the Virgin Queen, who knew better than any 
other woman of history how to make men work for her and 
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who controlled her kingdom 
and decided the destinies of 
Europe through her ability 
to handle men. 

Isabella and _ Beatrice 
D'Este, Marchesa of Man- 
tua and Duchess of Milan, 
two of the most successful 
wives to difficult husbands 
and two of the most ac- 
complished diplomats of all 
times. 

Of these twelve only 
three were acknowledged 
beauties : Mary Stuart, 
Emma Hamilton and Isa- 
bella D'Este. 

Four: Cleopatra, George 
Sand, Catherine The Great, 
and Queen Elizabeth may 
actually be considered plain. 

The rest were just so-so 
as to looks. 

Five of them were queens, 
but of these five, four owed 
their thrones to men who 
loved them. Catherine The 
Great was an obscure Ger- 
man princess without a ves- 
tige of right to the Russian 
crown. Cleopatra was an 
exile and at best could 
claim but half interest in 
the throne of Egypt. 

Beauty is by no means 
essential. The advantage is 
so slight as to be practically 
negative. Apparently the 
only advantage Venus had 
was that she could make 
men look at her first. 
There is so much more 
beauty than brains in the 
world and here the word 
brains means _ intelligence 
where men and love are 
concerned, not where Greek, 
Latin or mathematics are 
the subjects. 

No woman ever held a 
man by physical attraction 
alone. 

Women did hold men by 
love and companionship 
long after physical passion 
had died. 

Sex without charm will 
captivate but cannot hold. 

Charm without sex, or 
with sex in a minor rdle, 
will last and triumph. 

Charm is the most im- 
portant thing in the world 
to a woman and the hardest 
to analyze. Each of the 
biographies of these women 
is in reality an attempt to 
define charm. 

All these women had 
tremendous physical cour- 
age. They could be soft, 
alluring, perfumed and fem- 
inine to the last degree 
when the occasion demanded 
it but they could also fol- 


+ 


(Jovan knew what she wanted and that season she wanted cAnthony. S 
on a couch of Oriental luxury for cAnthony b 
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y. She had gone to @aesar for the first time rolled in a carpet but she lolled 
ry because she knew he was mad for splendor 
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low their men into battle. 
They were resourceful in 
tight spots; they could ride 
the most dangerous horses, 
slay wild boars with a 
spear, put to sea in a small 
boat in a storm, face an 
angry mob without flinch- 
ing, meet death without a 
quiver. 

All of them had a keen 
sense of humor. 

Every single one of them 
made herself an essential 
part of the man’s work, 
was vitally interested in it, 
knew a great deal about it, 
was indelibly mixed up with 
it in his mind, either di- 
rectly as in the case of 
George Sand and Flaubert, 
or indirectly as in the case 
of Ninon and _ Cardinal 
Richelieu. 

Not one of them ever 
employed the method which 
stupid, vain women, guard- 
ing a false and ignominious 
pride are so apt to believe 
effective: withholding, cold- 
ness or creation of jealousy. 
Not one of them was afraid 
to let a man be sure of her. 

The arts in which they 
excelled were strangely 
enough not the arts of 
sensuous enjoyment and in- 
telligent listening. 

Morality or virtue seems 
to have had nothing to do 
with it one way or the 
other. Emma Hamilton was 
not Lord Nelson’s legal wife 
yet he regarded her as an 
angel temporarily descended 
from heaven. Not a word 
of slander or gossip ever 
touched Beatrice D’Este in 
the most immoral age in 
the world but she kept the 
love of her temperamental 
husband, El Moro, long 
years after she was dead. 
Peggy O’Neal was a good 
girl and Jeanne DuBarry 
was a very bad one. Mona 
Lisa was almost a saint and 
the Pompadour was cer- 
tainly a devil. 

Wickedness did not hold 
these men nor goodness 
drive them away. 

It was their many-sided- 
ness and their deep psy- 
chology, their courage and 
their companionship that 
beyond all beauty, beyond 
all lure, kept alive the 
flame of love after the 
spark of personality had 
lighted it. 

This many-sidedness, this 
“infinite variety’ which 
Shakespeare ascribes to 
[Continued on page 86] 
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for morality. They probably have 

to be. This one certainly was. 
And his sense of morality had been 
violently outraged. He came striding 
purposefully down the aisle of a trans- 
continental train one day last April. 
His face was flaming and on it there 
was a look that said as plain as words: 
“There'll be none of these goings-on 
on my train! 


Pier conductors are sticklers 


i age have learned a lot 
about the theory of 
(ompanionate eWarriage 
from experts like Fudge 
‘Ben Lindsey. Dow you 
can read the true experi- 
ences of the famous young 
couple who had the courage 
to try what most people 
only discuss. heir trials 
and disappointments, the 
attitude of the public and 
their friends toward them, 
their struggle for their own 
and other young people’s 
happiness will answer your 
questions regarding this 
newest of social experiments 


Strauss Peyton 


understand it. That is so regrettably 
often the case. 

In the second place, if we had, it 
would have meant that the whole carful 
of people would have been staring at 
us and whispering about us and gen- 
erally acting toward us as if we were 
circus freaks, and we are sick and tired 
of that! 

So we showed him some telegrams 


At least not if I know anything about it!” concerning a theatrical engagement we were on our way to 


He planted himself before a section in which sat a young 
couple, a slim girl of eighteen and a tall youth of twenty. 
Accusingly he thrust out his hand and from it dangled two 
of those long strips of railroad ticket. “Er—you—this a 
he stammered 

They both looked up. ‘“What’s the matter?” asked the boy. 

“You'd better come back and talk this over with me,” 
suggested the conductor. While the rest of the passengers 
stared, two red-faced males stalked into the compartment 
marked “MEN” and there this colloquy ensued: 

Conductor: Say, young fellow, don’t you know this is a 
pretty serious thing? You could get arrested and sent to the 
penitentiary for this! 

Youth: What are you talking about? 

Conductor: Why, you and this girl. You can’t share one 
berth 

Youth: But she’s my wife! 


ONDUCTOR: Wife! Why haven’t you got the same name 
on your tickets, then? What are you going to do about it? 
We were that young couple. That very thing happened to 
us on a Santa Fe train on our way from Kansas City to 
Los Angeles last April. Do you think we tried to explain 
to that conductor that we were companionately married and 
that part of our creed included the using of our individual 
names ? 
No, for several reasons! 
In the first place, we could probably never have made him 


fill, and mollified him by explaining prosaically that Josephine 
Haldeman-Julius was just a stage name. 

He apologized and didn’t bother us at all for the remaining 
two nights and days. 


ELL, there you have one example of one of the things 

we two have been up against ever since last November 
simply because we are conducting an experiment in truth 
under the name of companionate marriage. 

We are not conducting an experiment in marriage! There 
are hundreds of couples in America today, probably thousands, 
who are living their married lives under precisely the same 
conditions and understandings and agreements as we. The 
only difference between us and them is that we are openly 
practising companionate marriage, while the others, either 
through fear of public opinion or because they have not been 
thrust into the limelight, are doing it secretly. 

As for us, we do not fear public opinion because we know 
we are doing right. And although we've been trying ever 
since we were married, we simply can’t get out of the limelight. 

Ever since we were married publicity has hounded us. 
Whatever we do the newspapers broadcast. Constantly in 
public we are pointed’out and stared at. Endlessly we hear 
the whisper, “There go the companionate couple.” 

It will take us years to live down this publicity so that we 
can be just ourselves instead of the companionate couple. 
Why, we couldn’t even take a job in a drug store, say, without 
the proprietor sticking a sign in the window which would 
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SBY FOSEPHINE FALDEMAN-JULIUS 
cAnd cAUB‘REY “ROSELLE 


arriage- 


announce, “The Companionate Couple Working Inside.’ 

Here’s our latest experience: 

We signed a contract in Kansas City to go to Los Angeles 
for what we understood was to be a vaudeville engagement 
with our dance act. When we got there we found that we 
were scheduled to stand on the stage, making personal appear- 
ances as “The Famous Companionate Couple” in connection 
with the showing of a flaming sex picture. The city was 
plastered with screaming red, white and blue billboards an- 
aouncing it. We refused to go on. We cancelled the contract. 

We are not trying to capitalize our marriage. We are 
trying to do just the contrary. What we want right now, 
more than anything else, is to be let alone and given a chance 
‘o be just ourselves. 

But even though this publicity has been intensely distasteful 
to us in a personal way we are giad that it has brought com- 
panionate marriage to the fore as a subject of discussion. 
It has done wonders in clarifying popular conception of the 
term. And that is what companionate marriage needs. The 
great majority of people do not understand it. That’s why 
they are against it. Their opposition is the opposition of 
ignorance. That is not a vague theory with us; we have 
proved it. Countless people who told us they disapproved of 
companionate marriage were converted to our way of thinking 
after we had explained it to them. 


Toe many people think companionate marriage is just 
a new name for shotgun wedding. A lot of others think 
it isn’t any kind of a wedding at all, that it’s just a fancy way 
of saying “free love” or “trial marriage’ or one of those things. 

It isn’t. Companionate marriage differs from everyday 
marriage in three main particulars: 

First, we remain individuals, financially independent of 
each other. 

Second, we have agreed to practise birth control until we 
are ready to assume the status of “family marriage.” 

Third, if the necessity for divorce should arise—and neither 
of us now believes it ever will—we would wish to be divorced 
cleanly, without the filth and lying that is required now. 
Divorce by mutual consent would be infinitely preferable to 
what the law requires today. And for that matter, divorce 
by mutual consent is widespread now, only they have to 
bootleg it. 

So you see companionate marriage isn’t really something 
awful. It’s really not different from what countless people 
are doing today and when Judge Lindsey urges legalizing 
companionate marriage he is only trying to legalize certain 
customs. But it’s so hard to make people see that. 

You know, we were married in Girard, Kansas. It’s a town 
of about three thousand five hundred people. It’s got a new 
court house in a square and a hitching rack and a town 
watering trough. 

It’s a nice town. We've lived there and we like it. We're 
going - live there some more and we want it to like us. 

nd that’s why we’re still a little bit hurt because we know ™ a toa re 
that when we were companionately married there most every- oop hine and Arn) posed for this exclusive 
body thought we were just two kids gone wrong, that we picture to prove that as comp nena ere 
had been misled by a lot of new fangled propaganda! advocates they are not opposed to children 

We know they won’t feel that way [Continued on page 96] 
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VINA DELMAR 
Who ‘Wrote that Gamous Dovel 


“€BAD GIRL” 
Now Has Written 


Harcourt Brace & Co Just as Exciting 
ippily married, a devoted mother, Vina 


“Delmar, at twenty-three, is a literary cAnd H, AY 
success because she observes life fearlessly uman a tory 
of a 
OBODY but Carlita Monroe Egenhoff would have thought 
of suddenly transplanting an old lady who had lived sev- 
enty-two years in one house to a New York apartment. OOD IR] . 

But Carlita said to herself, “It is time for Grandma to 
make a change if she ever is going to make one.” 

Carlita was terribly sick of Westchester but nevertheless she 
chose Inwood, that bit of countryside in upper New York City. 
to settle in that is almost as close to Westchester as one 
can be and still feel like a New Yorker. The Egenhoffs had left 
a ten room house behind them, not counting the attic. No 
Egenhoff would ever count the attic. They settled in Inwood’s 
newest apartment house and they took seven rooms because 
Carlita didn’t know how two people could live in less. 


HE had free rein in choosing the 
apartment because her choice al- 
ways proved to the old lady’s benefit 
For Carlita loved her grandmother 
though she was a sharp nosed old lady 
with no trace of the charm which she 
claimed to have possessed in her youth 

“We will need a kitchen,” said Car- 
lita, “two bedrooms, a dining room, a 
parlor, a library and a music room.” 

“And a maid’s room?” asked the 
renting agent who was showing the 
Egenhoffs around. 

Carlita gave him a deadly look. “Did 
you hear me mention a maid’s room?” 


she asked 
The renting agent didn’t reply. He was rather bowled over ing defiantly at the portraits of her ancestors who had never 


by the whole affair. You see in Inwood two people live in had the courage to move to New York. 
three rooms. He was worried that Carlita wouldn’t let her And Inwood knew that the Egenhoffs had come. The women 
grandmother sign the lease when she found that the apartment standing outside the house sunning their babies talked and 
had bathrooms. Carlita hadn’t asked for bathrooms. talked of the new tenants. 

But in the end the lease was signed and the Egenhoffs moved “Seven rooms they took,” said Mrs. Lewis. “Maybe other 
in. Carlita’s grandmother closed herself in one of the rooms _ relatives are coming from somewhere.” 
which was furnished identically the same as the one she had But no other relatives ever came and Inwood wondered what 
had somewhere in Westchester and spent most of the time glar- the two Egenhoffs did with seven rooms. They speculated much 
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% Yhe suburban women stood outside the house sun- 
ning their babies and discussed the mysterious @arlita. 
She lived alone and they couldn’t figure whether she 

was a stuck up pill or a lady 


on the two strange ladies in apartment D 12. The renting agent 
told them that Carlita was the granddaughter and they watched 
Carlita with interest. Some of them nodded brightly to her and 
smiled and were rewarded with the frostiest of acknowledg- 
ments. Inwood was not discouraged. Faint heart never won a 
gossiping acquaintance with a neighbor. 

Every afternoon when the sun shone brightly Carlita would 
come down the steps of the apartment house. She would whisk 
past the suddenly silent ladies but not before they had noticed 


the smart flare of her gauntlet, the rakish demon of a 

hat she wore and the perfect cut of her coat. In five 
minutes she would be back. This time she would be | 
driving a glittering black sedan. Without looking to 

left or right she would re-enter the house, tall, aloof—Carlita 
Monroe Egenhoff, by gosh! 

“She’s gone to get the old woman,” the neighbors would in- 
form each other. 

And sure enough Carlita would return with her grandmother 
leaning heavily on her arm and she would deposit her carefully 
in the car, wrap her well in blankets and go rolling down River- 
side Drive at a full ten miles an hour. 

The ladies would watch the car out of sight and then and 
only then would they notice that their babies were crying or 
that it was time to do the shopping. ; 

Mrs. Schiller thought that Carlita was a stuck up little pill. 
Mrs. Robins argued the point. It was plain, Mrs. Robins said, 
that Carlita was a lady and after all there wasn’t anybody in 
the house fit for a lady to associate with excepting, of course, 
Mrs. Robins who had a brother who was a doctor and a sister- 
in-law who was a Vassar graduate. 

“She’s very pretty anyhow,” said little Mrs. Duval. 


oney 
i 
AG 
4 a fe 4 
fra 
j 
| 
q 
| 
i 
: a 


So Rich, So Exclusive, No Man Ever Dared 


TOMMY 
\ Who was one of 
those men with be- 
wildered blue eyes 
and the look of 
having very re- 
cently been washed 
and combed by his 


mother 


“Pretty!” A score of objections rained down 
upon Mrs. Duval’s head. 

“She's so tall.” 

“The lipstick’ that girl puts on her lips! I'm sur- 
prised the old lady lets her.” 

“And no rouge. Pale like an invalid!” 

“She’s got good clothes, I will say, but pretty—” 

Mrs. Duval was properly crushed. She was short 
on words and knew that in a million years she could 
never explain what she meant if she told them that 
the sight of Carlita Egenhoff always made her think 
that she should have stuck to the art school. 

The first person in Inwood that got to know Car- 
lita Egenhoff was Tommy O'Dell. Tommy was a 
pharmacist. We called them drug clerks up here so 
that was what Tommy called himself. He was one 
of those men with bewildered blue eyes and the look 
of having very recently been washed and combed 
by his mother. 


H EAVEN only knows why he of all Inwoodites got 
Carlita’s first friendly smiles. Perhaps the reason 
for that dates back farther than Carlita’s ancestors. 

She hadn’t wanted to be friendly with Tommy. 
She didn’t need him. Carlita never bothered about 
people she didn’t need. She liked to read and she 
adored shopping and she liked to play chess. All 
she needed to read was a borrower’s card at the 
Inwood Library; she required no companion to help 
her shop and she’d never met a better chess player 
than her grandmother. So why bother about making 
contacts in Inwood and why be friendly with a drug 
clerk? Obviously she had no use for him. She tried 
to puzzle it out in her brain but reached no solution 
She decided she’d buy her drugs in another store. 
That, however, didn’t work out well because the 
store in which Tommy worked had the larg t stock 
and Carlitas grandmother was always needing some 
very unusual drug or some almost obsolete appliance 
that had been heard of nowhere in Inwood except in 
Tommy’s store 

The Egenhoffs had lived in Inwood six months 
; when Mrs. Egenhoff took to her bed. The doctor 
from Westchester came three times a day. The 
neighbors saw Carlita scooting between the market 
and the drug store. She bought everything she could 
think of to excite the old lady’s appetite. 

“Such a shame if she should die,” said Mrs. Lewis. 
they live and to think she has to leave it.” 
; When Carlita came past them with her bundles they stopped her. They now had a perfect 
: legal right, according to Inwood law, to speak to her even against her will. There was F 
illness in her house and it was compulsory that she should tell how everything was going. 

How is your grandmother today?” 


“She must have money the way 


“Just the same,” Carlita would reply. She had said that to them on the first day so there er) . 
was a little misunderstanding and confusion in the section. At the first possible chance she A ( J 
would flee from them. 


Mrs. Egenhoff went down hill rapidly. She was dying. Carlita cooked for her and read - 
to her. She was a querulous, fault finding invalid. Carlita slept in the room with her 
grandmother as a nurse irritated the old lady. There were days and nights of nervous strain. 
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CARLITA 
Who said to her- 
self, “You're get- 
ting morbid. 
have to 
nd some young 
company or you'll 


be an old lady in \ 
no time”’ 
Carlita faced the neighbors with her rouge as thickly _ 


spread as usual upon her lips and with her clothes 
as carefully arranged but there was something within 
her growing more and more taut each day. 

It was at ten o'clock one night that Carlita 
phoned the doctor. Grandmother was very ill. He 
came at once and dispatched Carlita to the drug store 
with a prescription. Carlita stood tall and white at 
the drug counter between a lady who hated drug stores i 
that didn’t keep stamps and an elderly man who 
wanted to buy an ounce of very expensive perfume. 

‘ Tommy took the prescription from Carlita’s hand. 
RSs q “Well,” said the lady who needed a two cent 
stamp, “you were waiting on me, young man.” : 

Carlita began to smile. At least she thought she 
was going to smile but the first thing she knew there | 
were tears streaming down her face and she was ; 
trembling all over. 

Tommy sat her down in the back of the store. 

He hastily compounded the prescription and then 
walked the block and a half back to apartment D 12 
with Carlita. When they got there it was too late. 

Grandmother had checked Carlita’s chess king for } 
the last time. : 


tit 


‘TH doctor broke the news rather brutally 


Tommy thought, but he didn’t know his Egen- im . 
hoffs like the doctor did. Tommy thought that 
Carlita showed signs of a nervous breakdown. He ; 
didn’t know that she had had all the nervous break- | 
down an Egenhoff ever had right there in the drug j 
store. 


When the doctor had finished speaking Carlita 
poured herself a stiff drink of rye whiskey which ; 
the doctor had procured for the deceased. She 
drained it rapidly and telephened the family morti- a 
cian. She was quite all right. No, Tommy couldn’t 
do anything more and the doctor needn’t send her 5 
anybody. She was quite all right. 

The renting agent and the neighbors accepted 
without question that Carlita would move from the 
house. That is the general procedure in the uptown 
sections. Sometimes it is because with the loss of a 
member of a family, a smaller apartment is possible. ' 
Sometimes it is because grief makes a person unable 
to live in the old familiar surroundings. Sometimes 
it is because darned few of us up here ever want to 
have communications with those who have passed on. 

Some people based their theory that Carlita would move on one of these reasons; some 


found others, but everybody agreed that she would move away. She didn’t. She stayed. 
rminie was a lovely ‘My goodness, a young girl like that in such a big apartment!” 
girl. Gommy— (ar- “And the expense of it.” 


“Yeh, that must be hard on her without the 

: ; And then suddenly it dawned upon the ladies of Inwood that the money which had made 

her. possible a seven glittering black automobile and the smart clothes was 

playing chess es So now Carlita’s. Downtown, even before the old lady’s illness, it would have been an accepted 

but Erminie br omised a idea that Carlita was the natural beneficiary but in Inwood where legacies are very rare 
more exciting game nobody had ever given that a thought. 

The money which Grandmother Egenhoff had left, however, [Continued on page ‘rr] 
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If You “Dream 
Of Going on the Stage 
“Read this Girst 


1, She gave up all for motherhood. Ghen 


Gate gave her movie fame as well 


very dizzy street about which too much can never be 
written. I’m supposed to know all the inside stuff 
about the blazing thoroughfare that is such a dull spot for 
the few who know it and such a lure for those who do not. 
So they came to me and told me to write a piece about 
going on the stage. They told me to write of ten girls who 
had come to Broadway in search of success. Five little stories 
were to concern girls who had bucked the line and crashed 
through. And five of them were to deal with girls who had 


ik SUPPOSED to know something about Broadway, that 


bucked the line only to fall by the Broadwayside. 
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2. Why is this girl seeking a new 
career under a new name? 


Ten 
arlings 


Here, then, are the ten cases. They are plucked at 
random from a memory that harbors a thousand such 
cases. But ten or a thousand, the stories are all 
similar. They may differ in the telling but the basic 
reason for all of them never varies. 

They came to New York to go on the 
stage: 

Helen Morgan. Her eyes have a sad 
expression but her lips form happy little 
songs that people love to hear. She is a 
lovely creature and men are quite wild 
about her, which is as it should be. 

Helen first popped up in New York in 
the chorus of a Ziegfeld show. She had 
won a beauty contest in Chicago, which 
had been her home for a number of years. 
That contest made her quite serious about the business of 
being a Barrymore. So here she was in the chorus of a 
Ziegield production. 

There wasn’t anything particularly unusual about Helen in 
those days. She was just one of the mob. The only thing 
remarkable about her was that she never said she had been 
brought up in a convent. 

After she had shaken herself loose from the back line of 
the chorus Helen Morgan decided that cabaret work might 
not be so bad. She had sampled the night life and had found 
it quite pleasing to her taste. Many people have a taste for 
night life around midnight. It’s the taste that comes in the 
morning that’s not so good. 

At any rate, they gave Helen a job in the old Rue de la 
Paix, one of the numerous New York cabarets that have long 
since disappeared down the road of good “gintentions.” 

After two weeks, she went to the boss and asked if he did 
not think her capable of leading a number. He told her to 
stay where she was or else to get out. She got. Some three 
years later, that same boss offered her twenty times her 
original salary to come to a new club. She laughed at him. 


3. § 


But 
meal ; 
from. 
agents 

She 


one nij 
“I'm 
“What 
I lai 
laughec 
“No 
room li 


O, A 
wen 
questio1 
In a 
attractic 
Boat.” 
quarter 
thousan: 
She i: 
Dorot 
really 
Baltimo: 
on it fo 
She c 
was one 
She g 
But she 
legitimat 


4 
} 
" 
> 
—_ 
x 
4 
with 
a blue 
such f 
again 
At 
| 
2 


SBy a 
“Who Knows the Secrets 
Of the Great White ‘Way 


CMARK SHELLINGER, 


3. She jumped into a bathtub and 4. Heer beauty blazed a path of 
right out of the picture glory which led but to the grave 


roadway 


But first came hungry days of spending thirty cents for a 
meal and wondering where the next thirty cents were coming 
from. Haunting the managers’ offices. Smiling prettily for 
agents. Primping smartly for leading men. Tough days. 

She secured a job with George White. Then came another 
with “Americana,” an intimate musical revue. They gave her 
a blues number to sing. She sang it so beautifully and with 
such feeling that men came back to the show time and time 
again. The women didn’t. But it made no difference. 

At that time, which was just about three years ago, a 
Mr. Nitk Blair owned the Playground Café. He came to me 
one night and asked my opinion. 

“I’m thinking of hiring that Helen -Morgan girl,” he said. 
“What do you think of her as a star attraction?” 

I laughed in his face. It might have been rude but I 
laughed just the same. , 

“No good,” I responded. “She hasn't the voice for a large # 
room like yours. She'll never do.” N 


O, AFTER listening carefully to my advice, he promptly 
went out and hired her. Today Helen Morgan is un- 
questionably the most successful cabaret songstress in America. 
In addition to her own club, she is one of the featured ae 
attractions of Mr. Ziegfeld’s immensely successful “Show § : 1. NANCY (CARROLL 
Boat.” She is earning two thousand dollars a week, hasn’t a # P 2. IMOGENE ‘WILSON 
quarter to show for it, and will probably be making four 
thousand dollars a week within a year. 3. JOYCE GAWLEY 
She is a success! 4. JULIA “BRUNS 
Dorothy Smollar. Just where Dorothy- came from, I . 5. BARBARA 
really couldn’t say. There are those who said she came from % ** STANWYCK 
Baltimore, where men are Mencken. But nobody ever checked ea 
on it for the very simple reason that nobody cared. 
She came to New York to seek success, tra, la, but she 
was one of those who never even came close to it. 
She got a job in one of the Greenwich Village Follies. : ; : iy 
But she didn’t like the work. She wanted a part in the | 5. Ghe cabaret girl who cried herself into the role 


legitimate branch of the profession. [Continued on page 108] of a theatrical star 
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“What SHappens 

When a Shy Millionaire 
Meets 

a Gast “Working 

“Broadway “Babe f 

qn the | 

“Woods 


should be so crazy about Jerry 

Jenks! Mr. Jenks is only a former 
pugilist, known in the ring as “Glass- 
Jawed Jerry” because of his ability to 
topple over when confronted by an ad- 
vancing five ounce glove. But he has 
taken my roommate by storm and the 
admiring way in which that girl allows her 
languishing eye to follow him around is 
nobody’s business. 

He doesn’t register with me at all. I 
mean, he makes one laugh sometimes, but 
so does a Mack Sennett comedian and 
whoever lost their heart to one of them? 
I like a man to be refined, don’t you? 
But if you should ask this Jerry what 
refined meant, he'd say it was a state 
arrived at after the second quart of bootleg. The oaf! I 
could only fall for a gentleman. 

Seena and I, you must know, are the pair of dazzlers em- 
ployed behind the cosmetic counter in the Gotham Drug 
Company, New York, right on Times Square. My name is 
Alyse, and I will now let you in on a little trade secret. We 
were hired from among one hundred applicants for the jobs, 
because, of them all, we two had the best undiluted set of 
features, figures and frills. The amount of make up Seena 
and I use in a day could easily be put in a split pea, but our 
best line is that delivered with a confidential air across the 
counter: 


RR *srosie’ I don’t know why Seena 


a b fren madam, you can see for yourself what beauty 
cream has done for my complexion. A month ago I 
looked like a horse.” 

They buy and buy and buy! 

Excuse me for rambling. I was talking about Jerry. Since 
him and Seena have taken this passion for one another, he 
has been around at our flat just constantly. He sits on the 
sofa while she feeds him admiring glances and midnight steak 
sandwiches broiled with her own fair hands. I usually retire 
to the bedroom and put cotton in my ears to drown his 


ft, behind some bushes, I get 
my first glimpse of my millionaire, the 
kind I love to touch. It’s love at first 
sight for me and just my luck that he’s 
a woman hater 


guffaws. But one night in August the clock actually reaches 
quarter past nine without his showing up and it’s all I can do 
to restrain my charming chum from calling the police. 

“I just know something’s happened to him,” she sniffs. 

“Fate couldn’t be that kind,’ I murmur. “No, Seena. He’s 
like seven on the loaded dice. He'll turn up again and again 
The cute baboon!” 

“But he ought to of telephoned,” she moans. “It’s terrible. 
And this little girl, five feet two, weight one hundred and one 
is actually suffering over some imaginary mishap to the sturd: 
oddity as if he was so delicate he could get a sunstroke in 
the subway. 

At that precise moment the door bell rings and my gir! 
friend collapses into a chair. 

“If it’s a telegram,” she cries, “I won't look at it.’ 
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A raucous voice re- 
assures her! At last 
Jerry has arrived! 

“Ah, there, bim- 
boes,” he booms. “Get them red lips ready. Here comes a 
walking thriil.”’ 

“You may be a thrill on Broadway,” says I, “but you're a 
distinct collapse to me. I was hoping it was the iceman. 
That friend comes in quietly and goes out quick.” 

“Where have you been?” cries Seena. She flings her arms 
around his neck and is lifted clean off the floor. “You wasn’t 
hurt or anything like that, was you?” F 

The churl tosses his cap into a corner and pinches her ear. 
“Say, cutie,” he bellows, “the last time I was hurt was 1907. 
I fell out of a third story window and sprained my thumb. 
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But I wasn’t so tough then as I 
am now.” He tosses a wink in my 
direction. “What, no kiss?” he 
inquires. 

“Oh, cut yourself a slice of 
glass,” I disparage. “I won't say, 
Jerry, that you leave me unmoved. 
The fact is you make my trigger 
finger tremble but I wish you'd 
stayed away.” 

“Haw, haw, haw,” he guffaws. 
“That’s a good one. Well, girls, 
listen to a wonderful story. What 

do you think I been 
doing?” 

“Sitting in front of a 
mirror playing solitaire,” 
I suggest, “thrilled to find 
one person you was clever 
enough to cheat. Do you 
know you're an hour and 
a half late?” 

“TI been visiting with a 
millionaire,” is his an- 
nouncement and I burst 
into gales of laughter. 

“I had luncheon with 
Herald Square myself,” I 
mock. “It was more fun.” 

Jerry pays no attention 
to me but as Seena is 
staring at him with her 
mouth wide open he goes 
on addressing his remarks 
to her. “You've heard of 
Churchill Thomas, ain’t 
you?” he inquires. 

“Not the Churchill Thomas?” she echoes. 

“No one else but,” he responds. I prick up my ears for 
when he calls Churchill Thomas a millionaire he is far from 
exaggerating, though that’s not what makes the young man 
famous. Churchill Thomas, who is only twenty-four, is 
notorious for being a woman hater, and I'll tell you why. 
When his millions were left him several years ago, a couple 
of damsels from out West appeared on the scene and con- 
tested the will, saying that they was the rightful heirs. 

By the time he won that contest, his fortune had been so 
thoroughly advertised and his good looking picture had taken 
the eye of so many other women, that there was a perfect 
horde of the sex with only one idea in mind, to throw the 
harpoon into Churchill and lead him to the altar. He had 
become, in short, a catch. Whenever he heard the rustle 
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of silken hose ne would flee like the bulbul. 
“What about Churchill Thomas?” I inquire. 


merely jealous. When I mention that maybe 
Seena’ll look at something else in trousers, you 


You can never tell whether Jerry’s topics are ‘With “Drawings from Life bellow. Even if you could get us in, what 


going to lead to information or indignity. 

“Churchy is one swell guy,” says Jerry. “I 
and him are bosom pals and I’m gonna work 
for him.” 

“What!” chorus Seena and I. 

“Yep,” he says. “Up at his place in the Catskill Moun- 
tains. I’m gonna be his personal bodyguard.” 

Help!” I scream. “You'll keep the women away all right. 
One look at you will start a panic.” 


‘O" I don’t know,” he retorts. “Seena here don’t think 
so. Do you, kid?” 
“That ain't love,” I disparage. “It’s astigmatism.” 
“Anyway,” Jerry ignores, “I start tomorrow an’ believe me 
it’s some dump. It’s a great big house built of logs, and all 
the walls made of screens. There’s a lake in the front and 
it’s right in the woods. Churchy owns so 
much land that they say it’s full of wild 
animals. I wouldn’t be surprised but there's 
bears and tigers and lions.” . 
“Come back to Harlem,” I break in. y 
“Where do you think you are, in a 


circus or in the wild jungles of Africa?” o ; 


“Aw,” he retorts, “I bet 
it’s full of wild beasts.” 

“I suppose it’s from 
them that you're to 
guard Mr. Thomas?” 

“Nothin’ like that,” 
he murmurs. “Listen! 
Over on the next place 
to ours is a guy. that’s 
crazy. He thinks he’s 
Charlie Chaplin and 
Churchy is Harold 
Lloyd. He’s always 
comin’ over to Churchy’s 
place to argue about 
who’s the best actor. 
Well, I got job keep- 
in’ him away. And be- 
sides that there’s some ‘ 
jane been writing 
Churchy letters full of 
love, and he’s so scared 
she'll come up and he'll 
get caught alone with 
her that I'm to always 
be within — call. Of 
course, if there’s any 
other bodyguardin’ to do 
I'll do it. He picked the 
right man you bet.” 

But Seena is looking 
at him tearfully. - “I 
won't see you any more,” 
she cries. “Gee, wouldn’t 
I love it if I could have 
my vacation in a place 
like that.” 

“Stop, stop,” I inter- 
rupt. “You know what 
you and I are going to 
do on vacation. 


We're going down to . 

Asbury Park where we r' 
can meet some regular . 


fellows and get in a 
little dancing and some light hearted affection. We'll sleep 
till noon every day, have breakfast in bed, dally on the sand 
and come home broke but benefited. Remember that wonder- 
ful boy you met last year? Maybe he'll be there again.” 
Jerry snorts, “Aw, Asbury Park! I wouldn't be found 
dead there. Say Seena, if you really want to come up to 
our place I think I could square it with Churchy.” 
“We could just camp under a rose bush, I suppose?” I 


retort. “Wouldn't that be a lovely outing? Jerry, you're 


“By EDWARD SBUTLER 


eena and I are buy-buy girls, em- 
ployed as dazzlers in the Gotham 
“Drug Store, Gimes Square, Wew 
‘York, to tell the fat and forty what 
will give them our complexions 


would there be for us at your place?” 

“Me!” he roars, and I fling my shoe at him. 

Perhaps matters would never of gone no 
further if it hadn’t been for the little chap 
who mixes tonics and makes pills down at our drug store. 
This lad worships Seena from afar and the morning he 
returns from his vacation, he tiptoes over among the cosmetics 
and greets her bashfully. His face is the color of salmon. 

“Where have you been?” Seena chirps good naturedly. 
Always big hearted, that girl. 

He gets all excited at the attention. “Camping,” he says. 
“Up in the mountains. It was swell.” 

I edge over in their direction. “Is that a mosquito bite,” I 
query pointedly, “or a blister on your nose?” 

“I done it crawling through a fence,” he admits. “Gee, I 
had a wonderful time. I been gettin’ ready for this all year. 

I had the whole outfit, from tent to frying pan, 

" right on my Chevvy. Say, I was more comfortable 


than when I’m home.” 
iy “That all depends on what kind of a home you 


have,” I disparage, but Seena is looking at him with 

that wonder working expression that I have seen 

i: perform miracles. “What in the world,’ I think, 

“does she want of that 

boy?” I don’t wait long 
to find out. 

simply adore 
spending my _ vacation 
camping,” she moons, 
“only I could never do 

“No?” he queries. 

“I haven’t got any 
automobile,” she sighs, 
“or any tent and things 
and I don’t know where 
I could ever get them.” 

He is standing there 
with his mouth open 
eagerly putting two and 
two together when I in- 
terrupt. “Say, mister, 
isn’t that somebody wait- 
ing at your counter?” 

The little guy goes 
hurrying off, but before 
I can grab Seena she 
goes trotting right along 
after him and I am 
forced to wait on a fussy 
blonde. By the time I 
have finished the worst 
has been accomplished. 
My girl friend has fin- 
ished her interview with 
the drug clerk and is 
stepping into the tele- 
phone booth. When she 
saunters back toward the 
lipsticks and lotions she 
expresses triumph in 
every classic curve. 

“We leave for Jerry’s 
place tomorrow,” she 
announces. 

“Seena!” I cry. “Be 
yourself!” 

“I borrowed -Mr. 
What’s-his-name’s automobile,” she goes on, “and his tent 
and everything. Won't it be swell?” 

“My Gawd,” I moan. ; 

“Oh, you'll love it too,” she prattles. “All we'll need will 
be a quiet, out of the way place, not too far from the house 
and not too far from the lake, cool and shady.” 

“Is Jerry still strong for the idea?” I query. “What does 
Mr. Churchill Thomas say?” 

“Oh, I merely sent Jerry a telegram,” is Seena’s guileless 


answer. 
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he decoy dame and I rush into @hurchy’s presence at once. 


I take a desperate 


gamble. ‘“Dearie,’’ I accost her, “I am Ars. Churchill Ghomas. Ghe easy 


pickings are gone so take your racket somewhere else.” 


answer. “Listen, have you got a dollar? I borrowed this 
money off that nice boy and I want to pay him back.” 

Well, children, this fantastic plan of Seena’s really has me 
frantic, but after I see that nothing can swerve her in her 
determination to put it through I decide to make the best 
of it. After all, I might get a chance to meet Churchill 
Thomas who always has intrigued me. 

Somewhere in her past Seena has learned to drive, so after 


With that she fades 


her admirer has brought his vehicle around to our house next 
morning and entrusted it to our tender care, we add our 
suitcases to the numerous equipment that is already on it 
and start down the road. You would think to look at us that 
we was starting for Alaska. The car is covered with bulgy 
canvas bundles fastened on with straps and I know that when it 
is all taken off and spread around the ground we'll be roughing 
it. That’s where Jerry comes in. [Continued on page 99] 
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a lot in the last few years. But don’t blame it on 
the war because none of us were in the war. We were 
just entering high school when the war ended. 

The girls changed first. We've never known, any of us, 
what an old-fashioned girl was like. We've seen them ‘on the 
wall in frames but that’s as close as we've ever gotten to 
one. I mean the kind of girl that used to let us do the 
telephoning and left a party with the same boy that took 
her there. The kind of girl that 
didn’t wear bells on her garters and 


Bic it on the girls if you think we boys have changed 


he ‘Revelations of a “Disillusioned Young Man 


Wise 


SBy 


CORNELL WOOLRICH 


Who Wrote 
“Children of the “Ritz” 


Ou 


enjoys being gotten by the system they use they’ve got 
another guess coming to them. They think it’s clever to air 
their views on sex in front of a roomful of people. They 
want to show us they know all about sex. Well so do we 
but we don’t go around bragging about it in mixed company. 
Older people complain about chivalry being dead. Sure it 
is! Why wouldn’t it be? What’s the sense of giving your 
seat in the subway to a girl just so she can show off her knees 
to the greatest advantage? Why be chivalrous to a girl that 
walks into a barber shop, sits down 

in your favorite chair, and thinks 


she can get the back of her neck 


show them to you when you asked 
where the music was coming from. 


shaved ahead of everyone else simply 
by vamping the barber a little and 


The kind of girl that didn’t empty 
your cigarette case the first ten 
minutes after you were out with her. 
The kind of girl that didn’t know 
where to get much better liquor than 
yours, and didn’t criticize your gin 
and say, “Put it back in the lamp.” 
The kind that didn’t make four dates 
a night so she could keep the one 
that pleased her most and leave the 
others flat. 

I’m sick of girls like that. So 
are all my friends. I’m sick of legs. 
An ankle would be much more in- 


q° like to meet a girl who 
doesn’t call me by my first 
name five minutes after we've 
met, who doesn’t flirt over my 
shoulder on the dance floor, 
who doesn’t tell the one about 
the traveling salesman and the 
farmer’s daughter when I want 
to talk about the moonlight. 


cooing that she has a date at eight 
and she’ll be mad at him if he 
makes her late, and she’s sure these 
other gentlemen don’t mind? Sure 
they mind. They have dates of their 
own and all she has is plenty of 
crust. 

Nice old ladies say to me, “I don’t 
know what’s come over you boys. 
When I was a girl gentlemen didn’t 
swear in the presence of ladies.” 
Probably not but neither did ladies 
swear in the presence of gentlemen 


teresting for a change. Why do they 
have to show their thighs all the 
time? I’m sick of boyish bobs. 
Why don’t they leave a little hair 
on their heads once in a while? Why | 
don’t they just be natural, instead 
of trying to be fast? A man knows — 


Some day I may meet a girl like 
that, but if I do I think the 
shock will kill me 


Today most girls seem to think their 
education isn’t complete unless they 
know a few good cuss words. It 
would be a relief to meet one that 
didn’t begin every other sentence 
with damn or hell. They say it so 


= cutely and then they rouge their 


a fast girl the minute he sees one. 
And he knows when a girl is just 
pretending. So why do they pretend to be something they’re 
not. Can't they give us credit for a little common sense? 
Some day I’d like to meet a girl who doesn’t start calling 
me by my first name five minutes after we’ve been introduced, 
who doesn’t flirt over my shoulder the minute we get on a 
dance floor, who doesn’t souse gin in a taxi and get it all 
over my trousers, who doesn’t tell me the one about the 
traveling salesman and the farmer’s daughter when I’d rather 
talk about the moonlight, who doesn’t hand me the line 
beginning, “You're different from anyone I’ve met.” Some 
day I may meet a girl like that but if I do I think the shock 
will kill me. 
They “get their man” all right but if they think the man 


lips right after it. I have often 
thought it would be a good idea ii 
some one would wash out their mouths with soap. All that 
rouge must be bad for the gums. ‘They keep putting it on 
all day and night but they never take any off. I asked one 
of them what happens to it. “It wears off,” she said. Evi- 
dently she wanted to imply that she was being kissed a goo 
deal. I doubt it. I don’t think anyone cares to get red wax 
all over his chin, for the doubtful pleasure of kissing some onc 
who makes a hobby of it. 

And why, oh why, don’t they let us alone and leave the 
selecting to us? Geraldine rings me up the night after I’v: 
met her for the first time in my life and says she thinks it 
would be a wonderful idea to go out dancing. Oh, yes, and 
she has something to tell me. I’m supposed to be tickled to 
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death at this and come 
running downtown just 
to listen to what she has 
to tell me when Id 
rather be eating chop 
suey with Marilyn. I’ve 
either got to lie my way 
out of it or else go and 
wish I hadn’t. And as 
a matter of fact I prob- 
ably would have called 
Geraldine up myself in 
a night or two, but by 
the time she has gotten 
through telephoning me 
two or three times a 
week all the kick has 
gone out of it. I feel 
just like a brother to her 
and you know how 
brothers love to dance 
with their sisters. We 
are peculiar that way. 
You can’t rush us into 
a crush any more than 
you can discourage us if 
we do have a crush. 
*S wonderful. 

The same thing goes 
for environment. Where 
we have a good time is 
where we go most 
often. Can you blame 
us? Neighborhoods and 
furnishings don’t count 
with us. A frost is a 
frost whether it’s on 
Park Avenue or Eighth. 
We never make the same 
mistake twice.  Life’s 
too short for that. We'll 
bring our own  sand- 
wiches with us if neces- 
sary but we don’t want 
to be told not to do the 
varsity drag on account 
of the chandeliers and 
we don’t want to have 
to meet all your rela- 
tives. Try that and we 
never come back again. 


lou modern girls get your man all right,” says Cornell 
Woolrich, ‘but if you think the man enjoys being 
gotten by the system you use, you've got another guess coming” 


On the other hand 
just open a tin of 
Luckies, tell us the 
family below has moved 
out and that we can 
throw the orange skins 
down the sink if we 
want to, and you'll be 
the most popular hostess 
in town. We come in 
crowds and we go in 
crowds. The old days 
of sitting on the back 
porch in the moonlight 
and holding some dumb 
Dora’s hand are gone 
forever, thank God. I 
mean did you ever stop 
and think how much 
you're missing by separ- 
ating yourself from the 
rest of the bunch for 
half an hour at a time 
just because the girl 
with the red hair wants 
every one to know she 
has a new slave? It 
isn’t worth it, brother. 
You're free, white, and 
twenty-one and _ slaves 
are out of style. 

Let me tell you what 
happened to Wally. 
Wally was in our set 
and he had an assort- 
ment of good looks. A 
certain girl thought she 
would acquire Wally 
just as she did a new 
dress or a new record 
for her victrola. She 
went about it the wrong 
way. I watched her 
follow him around a 
dance floor one night 
begging him to dance 
with her. Finally he 
took refuge in the gentle- 
men’s wash room. 
found him in there hours 
later, smoking a cigar- 
ette and looking very 
blue. I asked him what 
the idea was. He said, 
“Look out the door, will 
you, and see if she’s still 
around?” I looked and 
she was. She was sitting 
there at a table waiting 
for him to come out. 
When I left at three he 
was still in there and 
she was still waiting for 
him to come out. 

He liked her when he 
first met her but she 


killed it by making a fool of herself. Can’t they get it through 
their shingled heads that we want to do the chasing ourselves? 
This girl’s technique is no worse than any of the others’. 


They've got it all wrong. 
ere is our hand- 
some, young 

author looking for an 


old-fashioned girl 


backward and fills up space. 


Jazz-mad Carolyn’s boy friend is handsome and dumb. 
He never knows what to say, so he always turns his sentences 
For instance if some one opens 
a bottle of ginger ale he pipes up with, “From de bottle 
comes whoopee.” He changes jobs about once every two 


weeks but in the winter time he wears a raccoon coat and 
looks pleasantly affluent. When they [Continued on page 85] 
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(Continuing 
“Perfect 
Love 


Has Gold You Before: 


REMEMBER so well that introduction on the tennis 

courts when I looked at you and thought, “Rather nice 
man, this Richard Brading.” Your eyes said, “Not a bad- 
looking woman.” 

I knew then that life held many things for me, but not 
peace. After that first tea there were many wonderful eve- 
nings in your flat when you sang to me. 

In the spring you left London and in July you announced 
your engagement to Olive Desmond. : 

In October when I saw you again you were becoming bored 
with her. Hope rose high until you went off to the war. 

In April Robin Anderson came into my life and when I 


36 


wrote you of my engagement to him you wrote back of your 
marriage to a Miss Edith Howard. 

The next six years with Robin were the happiest of my 
life. I was content until a letter came from you asking me 
to meet you while you were in London. After all those years! 
Of course I shouldn’t have answered but I did within a week. 

When you poured out your heart to me about your unhappy 
marriage something tugged at my heartstrings. But there was 
so little I could do. I had to let you go back to your wife. 

In August I saw you again for one heavenly day. At the 
close of it you took me in your arms, promising me there 
would be other times. Once again life meant only you. 
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Story 
Continues: 


T CAME at last, your letter! After I had grown weary 

] with the waiting for it, after I felt sick with the longing 

for it, and after my numb heart had ceased to thump itself 

to bits over the postman’s knocks. Quite suddenly one morn- 

ing it was brought in to me on the breakfast tray, sandwiched 

between an invitation to a dress-parade and a bill for tuning 
the piano. 

For those few blood spinning seconds I let my eyes drink 
in the sight of your handwriting on the envelope, then I 
closed them before I should see the dizzy joy of your first 
words: 

My Beloved One, I am all sorts of a beast for not writing 


By SHEILA 
DONISTHORPE 


With “Drawings 
from Life 
By G. D. SKIDMORE 


q., an effort to forget I 
threw myself into a fever 
of gaiety. Theaters, 
dances, night clubs, I 
went to them all! “Drag- 
ging ‘Robin with me. I 
dashed about in a frenzy 
of hilarious excitement. 
I allowed Jill to show me 
the night life of Chelsea 


before, but if you knew the sort of life I have been living 
ever since I arrived back, you’d realize what an impossible 
task it is for me to write the sort of letters I want to, to you. 
I have been plunged up to my neck in prosaic things which 
made our golden time together seem to belong to an impos- 
sible misty but heavenly past. And then I got your letter 
which made me all warm inside again, and I’ve read it a 
thousand times over. 

No, seriously, I don’t seem ever to have had any world 
outside business letters and even when I retire to rest my 
head is whirling with all such and I find it hard to bring my 
thoughts back to you and our wonderful time. Now, at last 
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ou have given me such a Spar- 
tan upbringing, taught me to expect 
so very little. Go have seen you once 
or twice a year, a word or so from 
you in between, and for the rest just 
remembering! Surely you could not 

have grudged me that much 
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I’ve a moment in which to breathe 
and collect my scattered thoughts, and 
to realize that there is some one, thank 
God, in this world who still has the 
power to make my heart thump in my 
breast and who can prove to me that 
I am not altogether paralyzed in feel- 
ing, despite those last awful years of 
repression. 

But I find it’s only too easy to slip 
back again into my rotten little 
groove and go running round my lit- 
tle cage again, a cage which, alas, has 
been closed by tiny fingers which are 
stronger than anything else in the 
world. God forgive me, but you 
seem an almost impossible happiness, 
when I look out from the dreadful 
little material existence which I lead 
here. You mustn’t blame me if you 
find I can’t write when and as I want 
to. 

Just try to understand how impos- 
sible it all is for me to realize you 
from here and know that ail that is 
best in me belongs where it always 
has belonged, and that I am only a 
shell here, hard and practical, the 
inner part of which is yours. So my 
dear, don’t be miserable at not hear- 
ing from me, everything is just the 
same and always will be, and you 
know I shall never forget our won- 
drous hours together, and’ only exist 
until, perhaps, by the mercy of God, 
we may have others. Thank you, my 
darling, for being so good to me. 


HAT a letter! It lifted me to 
the very topmost heaven. It in- 
spired. It glowed its way through 
every cell. In it hope and faith were 
most tenderly revealed. After the 
unendurable strain of all those weeks 
of waiting it came as a draught of 
fresh rain to a parched garden, re- 
viving, arousing, reincarnating, till 
each blossom trembled to new color 
and light and grew flame scented. 
The only shadow of that letter lay 
in the fact that you seemed tired and 
unhappy. Between its dejected lines 
I read of prisons, restrictions. You 
seemed to be beating against the bars 
of the dreariness of your daily round. 
In the old days I had always visual- 
ized life for you as being crowded 
with vivid experiences, posters flam- 
ing with your name, a career full of 
brilliance and exciting happenings. And 
there you were, buried down in the 
country without even being of the 
country, with a wife who was appar- 
ently duller and more ambitionless 
than the turnip which graced your 
boiled mutton, and living a life more 
humdrum and full of domestic cares 
than the average bank clerk’s. It was 
difficult and vaguely disturbing to 
find you in such a setting. 
True, you had prepared me for it 
on each occasion we had met after 
your marriage but as always, while 
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you were there beside me, talking, I 
had such difficulty in preventing my- 
self from being mesmerized by your 
voice that the actual words you 
spoke mattered so little as not to 
matter at all. Whether you had said, 
“I’ve just murdered my sisier,” or, 
“Pass the butter,” I should still have 
been thinking, “No other man in the 
world has just that satisfactory curve 
of the mou.h.” And it was only when 
we were apart, as now, that I could 
tear away the veil of my fertile 
imagination and see you as you had 
honestly meant I should. 


eg been tearing up packets of 
old love letters. How foolish, 
though, to call them love letters. Just 
small giios.s of unremembered years, 
notes from one or two men whose 
images, never very sturdily entrenched 
in my mind, had faded to nothingness. 
Love letters and having less signii- 
cance than their shriveled black and 
gray ashes which lay in writhing trag- 
ments at my feet. If all the poets 
of the world had gathered the magic 
of white moonbeams and the scent 
of wallflowers and honeysuckle and 
had caught their fragments in a net 
of words and imprisoned them in a 
letter, they would mean nothing to 
me but bits of cold writing. But a 
postcard from you saying, “Send on 
my laundry,” would put jewels in my 
eyes and hair and I should be wear- 
ing a necklace of stars for the rest 
of the day. Of such is the insanity 
of love. 

Another two months oozed away 
without a glimpse of your handwrit- 
ing. Our wonderful hours together 
last August were still vivid, set in a 
secret guarded room in my thoughts. 
Every day I visited it and set it in 
order, opened all its windows and let 
in the sunshine, but the last few sped 
weeks had blurred its memory, and 
it was often through a mist of tears 
that I saw it. 

I must be patient, try to understand 
that it was not possible for you to 
write when and how you wanted to, 
that things were just the same and al- 
ways would be. Yes, but a small 
word just to tell me you are alive and 
loved me, so that I, too, could feel 
alive. I seemed to be always making 
grabs at your elusive image, which 
mocked and haunted me. 

Sometimes I could bear it no 
longer. This waiting for a word from 
you seemed so endless. And then in 
spite of my soul’s severest cautioning 
I would write you a small letter, 
starting very bravely with the news of 
the day which oozed wretchedly into a 
wail of my unutterable longing for 
you before I got halfway across the 
second page. Common sense, which 
for the time being had evaporated 
into sheer gloom, later asked me jeer- 
ingly with [Continued on page 102] 
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cA nd here was, begging forone wora 


to tell me the reason of your silence 4 
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“Doctor “Brill 


Onis man, who introduced the principles of psychoanalysis to this country 

sees life in its deeper meanings. he significance of what is going on in this 

so called new freedom of women is to him the most hopeless tragedy in present 

day life. ‘““Ghe bachelor girl is casting a glamourous camouflage over her essen- 

tial frustration,” he says, “while inwardly she is writhing with starved nerves 
and the misery of a life mission unfulfilled” 
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cAs Gold to 
KENNETH W. ‘PAYNE 


A. A. BRILL, M.D. 


this so called moral slump. I’ve gone into it with 
some hundreds of parents; I’ve investigated it in typical 
high schools. It doesn’t exist except on paper. 

The girls who yield promiscuously to sex escapades are only 
the abnormal, defective or imbecile types. Normal girls may 
deal more frankly with the notion of freedom from the double 
standard but it is little more than a pretense with them. 

I've heard lately a rather startling explanation for this 
tendency to indulge a new-found freedom. It came from a 
much perturbed mother whose daughter has been two years 
out of college, has had a succession of innocent affairs ever 
since she was seventeen, but is as far from matrimony as ever. 


Diu = the past half dozen years I’ve been studying 


“TLL TELL you, doctor, what’s the matter,” said this mother. 

“Tt’s this modern breakdown of morals. Young men are 
freely given privileges without marriage today that in my time 
went only with marriage. My daughter, teaching rhetoric 
in a private school, is paying in enforced spinsterhood for 
the easy virtue of other girls.” 

To which I replied: 

“Your conclusion might be correct if your premise were 
a fact. But the morals of this much slandered younger 
generation are exactly the morals of all previous generations. 
Petting is more openly talked about, but there is not a jot 
more of it than there was when it was called spooning. 

“As for more serious experiments in sex, young men sow 
their wild oats only to the extent that they always did and 
the vast majority of girls are as chaste as they always were. 
They can’t help themselves; it is a biological necessity with 
them to attract the male but to resist complete submission 
except to a mate chosen, they hope and believe, for life.” 

“Then what is the matter?” this mother asked me. 

“Just one thing,” I told her. “The past fifty years’ trend in 
economic conditions with its consequent effect on the education 
of women. A certain proportion of the girls of today are 
reaping the whirlwind that was sown when we set out to 
teach women to earn their own living in essentially masculine 
ways.” 

And I'll leave that to the self-analysis of any typical business 
girl. Outwardly you are prettily feminine; never was any 
girl more attractively clad or groomed. And inwardly you 
are seethingly feminine, aren’t you? 

But between the outer veneer and the deeper impulses, you 
have a hard stratum of self-sufficiency, of callous, cheerful 
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cynicism toward the’ old “mother, home and heaven stuff.” 
And that’s what turns the men away, after some of them 
tentatively propose anything but marriage. 

Many of you will admit that what you really want most 
of all is to be married and raise families. But you aren't 
going to go after a husband in the old abject, clinging-vine 
way. No, sir. You'll be free agents, able to take husbands 
or leave them alone. 

All very well, but it won’t work. Look at the other side 
of the fence for a moment. Recently 1 heard two young men 
talking behind me on a train. 

“Yeah,” said one. “Ann’s a good kid and a good-looker, 
I'll say that. But here’s how I size it up, Bert. I recognize 
I’ve got responsibilities of my own at home. Ann hasn’t any 
claim on me. She’s self-supporting. Um only twenty-five; 
wait till I’m thirty. That’s time enough as I see it. No 
sense getting married on fifty a week in these days. I can 
always get a girl when I want to.” 

Ludicrous conceit! This young man didn’t know that it’s 
the other way round. Any girl can always get him when she 
tries to. Ann hasn’t tried, as Ann’s mother tried. Ann is the 
typical new business girl who has gained many things but 
seemingly lost one, the consuming desire to catch her mate. 

Ask a ten-year-old girl what she wants to be when she grows 
up. She will answer quite simply, a mother, a nurse or a 
teacher of little children. That’s the primitive woman speaking 


UT ask a modern high school girl or her sister in college 

what she is planning to be. She’s likely to reply a doctor 
or lawyer, an engineer or geologist, a banker or realtor. That 
isn’t the woman in her speaking, but her masculine second 
self, aroused by misdirected education. 

I say misdirected because I have been for years in a position 
to observe closely the dilemma into which it has led many 
women. The conflict between the little girl’s exclusive desire 
for maternity and the artificial ambition under which she 
smothers it as she grows older has produced one of the most 
hopeless psychological tragedies in present day life. These 
unmarried professional and business women! These efficient 
and charming bachelor girls, self-supporting and ostensibly 
self-sufficient ! 

Our cities are full of them. They are cropping up in new 
vocations every day. We have eight and a half million women 
earning their living in this country, and approximately seventy 
per cent of them are denied marriage [Continued on page 116] 


| 
| 

i 

| 


I hadn’t heard from Sara since I had to leave the fashion- 
able Tarrytown school that dreadful day when my father 
was killed in an automobile accident and instead of being an 
heiress I had just enough to live on. 
Sara had been a plain, clever girl who expected to become 
a great writer. She wrote that she was social secretary to 
Neva Burbeck. Neva had been the school’s raving beauty. 
Her father had been a great financier who had died after the 
oil scandal. Some people said he committed suicide just in 
time to save himself from jail. That was five years ago and 
since then Neva’s pictures had been in the papers as the 


| READ and reread Sara Betton’s letter from Palm Beach. 
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leader of the younger fashionable set wherever she went 

Mother thought it very funny that Sara wanted to know 
if I had kept up my tennis. She said she remembered I was 
by far the best player at Tarrytown and wondered why she 
hadn’t seen my name in the tournaments. Had I given it up’ 

I wrote her I was playing better than ever but only a rich 
girl, or a professional pretending to be an amateur, could afford 
to go in for the tournaments. 

Back came a letter from Sara with an invitation from Neva 
to stay with her at Palm Beach for two weeks. Sara said I 
should have the chance of my life to meet the most fascinating 
and eligible men in America and advised me to make the 
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q turned for one last, farewell | 
glance and saw ‘Reggie coming 
toward me, not paying the slightest 
attention to FPYeva. heart 
bounded. “Reggie wasn’t going to 

let them send me away 


most of it. Mother and I wondered what prompted this 
invitation. 

“Were you friendly with Neva Burbeck at school?’ mother 
asked. 

I told her Neva hadn’t even liked me, but I sighed at the 
prospect of being able to meet another world in fashionable 
Florida. I didn’t for a moment think mother could afford to 
let me go. 

“You needn’t sigh,” mother said. “You’re going. What if 
we can’t afford it? We'll economize to make up for the 
extravagance. I’m going to see you get your chance. My 
dear, it’s a blessing that you’re almost as clever as I am with 
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a needle. It’s one of the forgotten arts but if we didn’t possess 
it you couldn’t go. As you can’t rival the girls you meet 
with clothes, you've got to be just a little different. Men 
don’t notice clothes in the way women think they do. I don’t 
see why you shouldn’t make quite a success.” 

Mother was wonderful as women with artistic tastes often are 
when they find themselves suddenly forced to work at something. 


N MY way to Florida I kept wondering why I had been 
asked. As I had never met a greater snob than Neva I 
felt she had some use for me. What could I possibly do for 
that lovely and languid blonde? Neva was two years older 
than I was, twenty-three to my twenty-one, and one of the 
great heiresses. 
Sara met me in a marvelous limousine with two chauffeurs. 
“My dear,” she said, “I didn’t think you would be as 
attractive as you are.” I could see she approved of my 
clothes. Her eyes fastened themselves on my leather tennis 
racket case. “I hope you're on the top of your form, 


“\Marjory.” - 


“What has that to do with it?” I asked. 

Sara made me swear not to repeat what she said. Dear, 
plain old Sara! I felt she was my friend. 

“Marj,” she said, “if you weren’t a corking player Neva 
would never have asked you to Palm Beach. You've been 
brought here simply to beat a girl Neva hates. You get the 
idea? This girl ranks in the first ten. You may have seen 
her play. It’s Doris Carpmail.” 

“Why, she’s wonderful!” I cried. I had seen her play at 
Brookline. “I shan’t have a chance.” 

“I hope you will,” Sara said. “It was my idea, thinking of 
you, and if you fall down Neva will blame me as usual. You 
used to be such a fighter, Marj, that I believe you can do it.” 

Later, when I was in my adorable room and a maid had 
brought in tea and buttered scones, Sara told me why Neva 
hated Doris Carpmail. Doris was trying to get Reggie Ban- 
nister away from her. I had often read of him but I couldn't 
recall what he looked like from his picture in the papers. He 
was a great polo player, very rich and with rather a reputation 
for being dangerous 

I tried to remember Doris. Yes! She was distinctly attrac- 
tive. She was tall, slim and had violet eyes and perfectly 
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gorgeous natural coloring. She 
hadn’t. much style at tennis but 
her service was said to be the 
best of any woman except Helen 
Wills. Although I hadn't yet seen 
Neva, I knew I should find her 
more beautiful than ever I 
didn’t see what chance Miss 
Carpmail would have and I told 
Sara so. 

“Reggie is crazy about sports,” 
Sara explained, “and Neva won't 
even swim, while Doris is good at 
everything. Your type, in fact. 
My dear,” Sara went on, “will 
you tell me why it is plain women 
like me are capable of the most 
romantic adorations when they 
know perfectly well that they will 
be useless?” 

I could see Reggie Bannister 
had attracted her. Poor old 
Sara! She had been by far the 
brightest girl at school; she came 
of a brainy New England family 
but of IT she hadn’t a trace. 

“You're attractive,” she said, 
“and you dress cleverly. I don’t 
see why you shouldn’t grab a 
delightful man but don’t turn 
your eyes on Reggie. Neva 
wants him and Neva is my em- 
ployer and your hostess.” 

I felt that I didn’t owe Neva 
much. According to Sara I was 
only asked because Neva wanted 
Doris beaten. I saw the whole 
thing. She wanted to humiliate 
a ranking player by having her 
beaten by an unknown in the 
presence of the sport worshiping 
Mr. Bannister. Sara sensed what 
was in my mind. 

“There’s one other thing,” she 
warned. “Reggie is a little too 
sophisticated for the sort of 
sheltered young thing I imagine 
you are 

“Thanks,” I said, “I can take 
care of myself.” 

“My dear,” she retorted, “no 
woman can take care of herself 
at the moment when most caution 


q saw Deva frowning at me but I didn’t care. My 
that made me feel like a little girl at her first party and 


is necessary. Well, I’ve warned you. Neva will be furious if you eveu dance with him.” 

“I shall probably despise this wonderful Reggie who seems to be run after so much,” 
I returned. It was too silly for Sara to talk as if I had never met men before. “I'd like 
to see Neva,” I said. 

“My dear,” said Sara, “if you remember how she was at school and then reflect that 
she’s very much more so now, you'll realize that I'll take you to Neva when Neva tells 
me to. She never puts herself out of the way except for the great ones of the earth. 
You and I are not numbered among them. She’s giving a big dance tonight in the Orange 
Gardens at the Everglades Club; you'll meet her there if not before.” 

When Sara had gone I didn’t think very kindly of Neva. I felt I ought to have packed 
up and gone home again. But I.couldn’t. Here I was, at last, a guest in an ultra- 
fashionable home in Palm Beach. All the gaieties I had only read about to be experienced. 
I should meet on terms of equality the celebrities I had read about. I felt rather bitter 
when I reflected that if my darling father had lived I might not be here as Neva’s 
unwelcome guest but as her acknowledged rival. I knew I wasn’t as beautiful as she but 
then I was a different type and I played tennis and golf better than the maioritv and had 
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unknown escort was the most marvelous dancer with eyes 
such a caressing voice I wanted to confess everything 


been a good swimmer ever since I could remember. Being a good sport was my creed! 

My first fashionable dance! Easter at Palm Beach had attracted almost every social 
leader in New York or Washington. A very dull old man had taken me in to dinner but 
as he cared for nothing so much as eating he didn’t bother me and I had time to look 
around me. Neva had smiled when she met me before the dinner but had said hardly 
ten words. Everybody seemed to know everybody else but I was only introducd to my 
escort. 

I looked at every man wondering if he were the famous Reggie Bannister. I had never 
seen so many perfectly gorgeous looking men or so many attractive girls. And their gowns! 
I realized how wise mother had been in making me something rather different. 

At the Everglades Club it didn’t seem I should have much chance to meet men. I was 
just out of it. I saw Doris Carpmail with a handsome, dissipated looking man. I guessed 
it was Reggie. He disappointed me. Most girls would have known his type. Certainly 
Doris was pretty. And she did the sort of dancing that some men like. 

“Why aren’t you dancing?”’ A man’s voice startled me. I turned to see a tall, slim 
man with bronzed face and dark eyes. He was looking down at me with a quizzical 
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expression. I liked him at 
sight. “Are you so scornful 
of us weak, sinful men?” 

“Nobody asked me,” I 
laughed. With that we 
floated away. 

“The perfect dancer at 
last,’ he sighed. “And I 
don’t even know her name. 
To me she is the girl with 
chestnut hair and gray eyes 
who looked so haughtily un- 
approachable at dinner.” 

name is Marjory 

,’ I said, “and I was 

at school with Neva. I just 

came this afternoon.” Doris 

Carpmail danced by. Evi- 

dently she knew my partner 

for she flashed a_ brilliant 

smile at him. And he smiled 
back. 

“Isn’t she pretty?” I said. 
“T suppose that’s the notori- 
ous Reggie Bannister with 
her.” 

“If I were Reggie,” he 
said, “I shouldn’t like to hear 
that note of scorn in your 
voice. What’s the matter 
with poor old Reggie? It’s 
true he isn’t much good but 
then what man is who lives 
this sort of life? I should 
be very much disappointed if 
there are not worse men 
living than he. In _con- 
fidence,-he isn’t as happy as 
he seems to be.” 

“Does he deserve to be?” 
I retorted. I had looked in- 
to his eyes as he had passed 
with Doris. “He is one of 
those conceited men that one 
meets everywhere, men who 
believe they have only to 
look at a girl to have her fall 
in love. That sort of a man 
doesn’t make such a hit as 
he thinks.” 

“Your conversation 
structs and amuses me,” he 
[Continued on page 114] 
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I; IS agreeable to qualify oneself as a prophet. If 
your prediction comes true you are then a member in 
good standing of the I-Told-You-So Club, which is 
a club with a membership running up, I’d say, into 
the millions. If the prediction goes wrong it is no 
trouble for any really competent prophet to work up 
an acceptable alibi. 

I like to hark back to a time when I showed my 
inspired powers as a prophet. It’s quite a few years 
now since the thing came to pass 
but I am sure every detail of it 
still is fresh and clear in my mind. 

After | was admitted to mem- 
bership in the Lambs, I met James 
O'Neill, the distinguished old 
school actor, now deceased. De- 
spite the difference in our ages we 
became fast friends. 


R long I had been an ardent 
admirer of hisacting. Asa boy 
I had gone to the ‘opera house”’ 
in Paducah to see him play the 
title role in that famous antique, 


“The Count of Monte Cristo.” 


Knew Him 


Russell’s with “Peaceful Valley” and ‘“‘The Poor Re- 
lation.”” There was no need for him to change the 
vehicle because through the country his public remained 
steadfast in its allegiance to him and his classic piece. 
In time I think I came to know the outstanding passages 
of the climaxes, the sonorous mouth-filling phrases, 
almost as well as Mr. O’ Neill knew them. 

I recall how once when I had become the manag- 
ing editor, so called, of the paper upon which I 
served my apprenticeship as a cub reporter that the 
manager of the local theater told me with awe in his 
tone and manner that he had seen Mr. O'Neill 
receive his weekly salary after a Saturday night’s 
performance and that it amounted to the breath-taking 
total of five hundred dollars. To both of us it seemed 
well-nigh incredible that any man could receive so 
vast a sum every week but be- 
tween ourselves we agreed that 
if there was a man on the 
English speaking stage entitled 
to earnings so princely that man 
was James O’ Neill. 


O WHEN I was introduced 

to him I told him how often 

I had seen him play ‘“‘The Count 
of Monte Cristo” and how I 
had liked his performances and 
how they had thrilled me. This 
pleased him and it wasn’t long 
until we had become cronies of 
a sort. I valued his friendship; 
his was one of the sweetest and 


Every year regularly I went to see 
him play the same part. Ie al- 
ways was the same part. His name 
was as firmly associated with it 
as Joe Jefferson’s was with “Rip 


Van Winkle” or Sol Smith 


uld you fifteen years ago 
have picked Eugene ©' Neill, 
author of ‘Strange Interlude,’’ as a 
‘Pulitzer prize winner? Neither did 
Irvin Cobb, who read his plays before 


they ever reached a manager's desk 
40 


kindliest of natures, an attrac- 
tive combination of simplicity 
and shrewdness, of personal 
modesty and professional 
(Continued on page 106) 
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Some “Dark eMoments in the Life of a Girl in the Graffic on a eMuddy Afternoon 
By Joyce “Dennys, the clever British humorous artist 
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(omic Cut-Ups 
‘By ELDON 
KELLEY 


Tn {T'S right! Snow 


Butter me on both sides! 
winged messengers of mercy, for it looks 
be a long convalescence. 


T ISN’T the alcohol so much as 

it is the stuff they will mix in it. 

Let’s see. There’s herring, dried and 
otherwise, chipped beef crisped to brittle- 
ness in an obliging pan, tomato juice, potato 
chips and that clam juice affair I told you 


about. And I have always heard vaguely 
about a tablespoonful of Worcestershire 
sauce. And of course there’s the hair from 
the dog that bit you. “But what,” asked 


he groaning feebly, “else?” 
ya understand it wasn’t ex- 
wctly one dog that bit me. It 
was something like the Thundering Herd. 
OWEVER to the correspond- 
ence, and I really am sur 
prised at some of you! Thank you, Doris, 
lor offering me a permanent wave but the 
beard curls naturally. Yes, Harry, that’s an 
old but good Have you ever heard 
the one about—no, you'd better send. me a 
Stamped and addressed envelope. 


one 


"OU’RE all damp about Con- 
nie,” wails Mirabel T, “when 
you call him the headless horseman. Boy, 


you don’t mean ‘headless,’ you mean ‘heed 
less?” 

ind what, mong lootynong, have you to 
about 


say that? 


me under! 
Besides being as welcome as the 
cool white hands of a blonde night nurse, your letters are 


And in a long convalescence, I 


like nothing better than sitting back in bed, in a peignoir 
frothy with marabou feathers and reading your letters. 


knees is 


teppin 


Inundate me! 


as if it’s going to 


HIS 

one 

is on me,” says 
Bernice. “Passing 
my simple way 
along a part of 


town inhabited by 
our sturdy and 
virtuous village 
bourgeoisie, I 


overheard this 
comment tossed 
across the picket fence by one 


robust daughter of Erin to another: 

“*Bare-knees’ her name is, Mrs 
Hogan, and believe me, there’s no 
need of havin’ to tell anyone 


that!’ ” 


“TSORGIVE my men- 
tioning antiques in a 
department like this,” wigwags Art 
Springer, “but it so happened that 
we were getting a load of the 
hostess’ early American furniture.” 
He sounds like a moving man. 
“*And this,’ said the hostess, ‘is 
great-great-great-grandmother’s co- 
lonial bed.’ 
‘I suppose Washington slept in 
it?’ somebody asked. 


“*Probably,’ volunteered the 
sixteen year old daughter of the 
house, ‘but nobody ever got the 
goods on great-great—’ 

“*Priscilla!’ commanded _ the 
hostess, ‘leave the room!” 


her name 
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long 


Eustace, meet the 
boys and girls 


ELL, there's a representative selec- 


mind, 
and 


the 


J pen 


tion of what's on gang’ 


so break out the indestructible fountain 


step along. 


\ HAT do you think I did last Sun- 

day? Nope, all wrong. I.went out 
and bought a parrot! Name of Eustace. Eustace, 
meet the boys and girls. What? 

One more crack like that, Eustace, and you get 
soap in your sunflower seed. 

Anyhow, here he is, and I hope you will accept 
him as one of the bunch. Be kind to him. He 
doesn’t speak English much. 


HATEVER he does speak, it’s swell. 

His best stunt is to sing in a hot 
jazz rhythm a succession of noises that would turn 
any night club performer three shades greener than 
normal. Contribution by Eustace: 


Ah-kak ka-lo-ko, guark! ka-lo-ko, 
Guk-guk, guk-guk, guk-guk ga-lo-go 
Urk-a-dunk-a-dunk-a-dunk-a-dunk-a-dunk-a-dunk! 


Quark! Quark! Qu-a-a-a-a-ark! 
ONESTLY, you’ve no idea what a 
responsibility a parrot is. After his 
diet was settled, it evolved that a Sunday bath 


would be good for his fur. So I went out and got 
him a little shower cap and that reminds me, Mack 
Sennett’s party was grand. Nobody was as much 
as menaced with a custard pie. Mack may toss a 
mean pie but he certainly throws a meaner party! 

And while mentioning Mr. Sennett remind me to 
remind you to drop into Abercrombie and Fitch’s 
and ask the handsome and obliging gent in charge 
the 16 


of the movie cameras to run off a reel of 
millimeter movie for you. Made in Hollywood 
with not so much as a passing snoot at the board 


of censors, the lo millimeter movie combines the best 
camera technique with the happiest freedom of 


expression. 
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with the 


The picture I 

saw is called “Why Girls 
Walk Home” and it’s about four jolly 
robinas that shatter bathing beauty tradition 
by getting their, as it were, costumes all 
splashed by the waves. Then their clothes 
get stolen. Bring the kiddies. 


igi I think we need a cock- 
tail. This one is called an 
amnesia, because, according to the inventor, 
“After the third you forget your dinner 
partner’s name and call her (him) darling!” 

The recipe results in five with the usual 
margin of safety: 

Juice of one lemon. 

Three or so dashes of Angostura bitters. 
Third or two-fifths of a cocktail glass of 
maple syrup. 

Four (and that’s the trick) glasses (don’t 
be silly—cocktail glasses) of g—n. 

A lime instead of a lemon is even better. 


H, OF course. 


of your head right 
off! 


WOOO! What 
made me bring 
that up? 


Note—Aleck Smart’s 

contest awards will 

be found on page 99 
of this issue 


TWarzzat funny 


The idea is that the syrup blankets the 
g—n and the bitters and fruit juice cut the \ 
syrup. The whole 
thing blows the top 
\ 


marter 


lookin’ stuff? 


ND having 

seen caviar 
for sale the last time I 
was in the five-and-ten, 
honest! what possible 
excuse have you not to 
serve along with am- 
nesia, a dab on a royal 
dog biscuit ? 


AVIAR in 

the five- 
and-ten is certainly the 
height of something. It 
recalls the conversation 
overheard by Arthur 
Guiterman. Two girls 
were looking into Park 
and Tilford’s window. 
They were saying: 
“Wazzat funny lookin’ stuff inna winna?” 
“Scavvyar.” 
“Whaz scavvyar fgossakes ?” 
“Skine davva tearabul fisha sumpin.” 


“Yeah? Wella woodin crave enny ovvit.” 
“Tyadsome once. Iyadda big moufful.” 
“Yeah ?” 


I makea mistake, see? I thought 


” 


“Yeah. 
it was blabbery jam . 

“Gawd!” 

“Youseddit !” 


SS MUCH for what was referred 
to back in the old rough days 
as “bird shot pickled in hair oil.” Perhaps 
the catch in the five-and-ten caviar is that 
it is ten cents a shot. 


ate 


14 


49 


“Wise racks 
By H. W. 
CHLANEMANN 


et 


JV§® Y M’S idea of jazzing up one of those historical 
pageants, 

pinochle deck. Given a magic ring the little princess was to ask 

the queen what powers lay in it. 

for a speech on womaniliness and that kind of potato salad. 
“And does thy Majesty believe in charms?” asked the princess. 
“Pll say I do,” replied her Majesty, who had other notions. 

“Sister, how the king falls for mine!” 


shot full of kings and queens like a 


This to give the queen the cue 


T ANY rate, ten cents a shot 
and from the same source are 
nine goofy little putting hazards: a tube, a 


trough, a gate, a see-saw, a bridge, a hill, - 


a wicket, a yard and a hole to set up on 
the parlor rug or the back lawn or the 
territory surrounding Camp Damfino or 
Welikeit. The game of obstacle golf is too 
well known for further explanation and I 
mention only the fact that here is a chance 
to acquire the necessary apparatus in several 
colors of bright paint for about a tenth of 
the usual amount. 


TOP press news: I’ve got a 

boat! With an outboard 

motor .. . if anybody wants to borrow 

the thumb and forefinger of my right hand, 

he’s welcome . . . I shan’t be using them. 

Always knew that this mechanistic age is 

all wrong. But I never realized that what 
is all wrong with it is the mechanism. 


yo cat crossed my path 
Saturday and Sunday the pro- 
peller drive collar got knocked hooptie- 
dooptie. Heh! Heh! Heh! Anyhow, the 
big idea is to make a non-stop flight across 
the Sound from Turtle Cove to Little Neck 
Bay before the season is over. I'll tell you 
all about it next time. 

And as one of the attendant amateur 
experts admonished me, “Look out you 
don’t get a shark from the kerl!” 


N2 THE family name is really 
Dutch . . . though I under- 


stand the same monniker is not unfamiliar 
to Scotland ... 


@he Gour Folly 
‘Robinas 
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cA Story Without “Words 


ORY 


Geathers Gor Gig Leaves 


Sketched for the fun of it by that noted Grench artist, Glenry Gournier 
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Che Story of a Girl 
Who Gook a Long hance 


Hor “Happiness 


and has so much self assurance that it is rather a 
puzzle to middle-aged duffers who have always 
looked on anybody under twenty as a kid. 

We try to act as though we understand the nuances, 
sophistries and complexes of what we call the younger 
generation. But we do not by a jug full. 

What we feel and also try to hide is a wholesome 
and profound respect for their ability to “‘face things.” 
We have no fainty, salts smelling maidens any more 
nor have we any young men who flinch at a sudden 
order to be off for Borneo in the morning. 


OTHERS no longer lie in sleepless agony if 

daughter fails to reach home by midnight. And 
too many sons have led their company into the jaws of 
death to worry about the pitfalls that beset them in a 
great city. Youth, we have come to learn, can take 
care of itself. 

This, then, is the story of a young girl who was cast 
adrift in New York by the sudden passing of her par- 
ents. It is a story as old as sin and as ugly, yet it 
strengthened my conviction that youth can take care of 
itself. 

She came to me with a letter of introduction from a 
friend of her father’s and also a friend of mine. 
Thrown upon her own resources, she was desperately 
in need of a job. 

I was sympathetically impressed. Here was a beau- 
tiful young girl of not more than nineteen who had no 
training for a self supporting career but who must sur- 
mount the obstacles or sink. She had the sublime 
hopefulness of her years although I was frankly at a 
loss to know what to do. 


end has these days is so prematurely mature 


$1 


I explained that her lack of experience would pre- 
clude the possibility of a position that would be pleas- 
ing to her but that I would see what I could do and 
requested her to call around in a week. 

My efforts were not encouraging. In fact the only 
thing that offered itself which she might do was a post 
of attendant in the receiving room of a young dentist’s 
office. It would pay but nine dollars a week. She took 
it and embarrassed me with her profusion of thanks. 

It was about three weeks later that she dropped me 
a note asking if she might see me on a matter of urgent 
importance. She came the next evening after dinner. 
First she told me she had managed to secure board for 
seven dollars a week by giving piano lessons to a 
daughter in a private family. 


UT in her capacity of receiving patients at the 

dentist’s office she had met a gentleman who had 
evidenced a great interest in her. Already he was 
sending her daily boxes of candy and flowers and she 
had been to the theater with him twice. He was a 
middle-aged widower and an importer, she said. 

“He wants me,” she said, ‘‘to go to Europe with 
him next week as his secretary.” 

That, my long reportorial experience had taught me, 
was the ancient trick of the white slave agent. Girls 
are picked up in this fashion, really travel in separate 
cabins, perform a few desultory secretarial tasks and 
are then in Paris turned over to “‘Le Milieu,” the 
white slave “‘center.’” That (Continued on page 85) 
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With “Drawings 
from Life 
By FARLEY 
ENNIS STIVERS 


Ghe Story So Gar: 


LTHOUGH this is the last instalment of Unforbidden 
Fruit you may still enjoy it if you will spend a minute 
getting acquainted with these fascinating Sperry College girls. 
The four at Trumbull House are the leading spirits of the 
story. Starr Mowbray, one of the self-styled hard-boiled 
virgins of Suite Twenty, managed to have a good time without 
falling in love with anyone in particular. Her roommates 
Sylvia Hartnett and Verity Clarke found life at Sperry a 
little more complicated. 

Verity on the way back to college after a vacation had met 
a fascinating stranger whom she knew only as the man in Lower 
Seven. He left the train before Verity even found out his 
name but he left for her two spoons tied together as a symbol 
of their encounter. Vee was romantically positive that some- 
how, somewhere she would meet him again. If it weren’t for 
that unshakable belief she would probably have fallen in love 
with Harvey Westfall whom she met while barnstorming with 
the dramatic club. 

Knowing Vee’s determination to wait forever if necessary 
for the man in Lower Seven to cross her path again, Sylvia 
and Starr put Harvey up to making Verity believe it had been 
he. Harvey believed that all was fair in love and war so he 
did what Vee’s friends asked him to do without asking questions 
and succeeded in making Vee believe that he had been the man 


LA LOND 
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nforbidden 


in Lower Seven. Was the trick justified by subsequent events? 

Sylvia’s course of true love was not so smooth. To her no 
one in the world was as wonderful as Professor Patterson 
Gifford, the campus idol. To Giff, although he was married, 
no girl in the world could equal Sylvia. Courageously they 
crashed the barriers that separated teacher and pupil in their 
little college world, and who could say that their few hours 
together, when classroom duties permitted, were not the 
sweeter for being stolen? But where were they heading? What 
had they to hope for in the future? When Sylvia had finished 
college and gone away? 

Sara La Lond, the star athlete and most brilliant student of 
Trumbull House, had still a different problem. 

In order to stay at college Sara needed the financial aid 
that winning the Alumnae Scholarship would give her. Her 
friends were sure she’d get it but Sara was afraid she hadn’t 
a chance if her friendship with Mark Rainger were discovered. 
Sara had met Mark while hitch hiking with Sylvia and 
the attraction between them had been instantaneous and 
mutual. 


EEK end dates off campus were forbidden and Sara knew 
the date referred to in some letters she had lost would 
take from her the thing her heart most desired—the Alumnae 
Scholarship. She also surmised that Ida McKay, the college 


busybody, had found those letters and had been watching 
every move that she made in the hope that she could find out 
know? 


How much did she 


she? 


something further. Had 
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We Bake Leave of Sperry: 


WEN PETERS lounged into Suite Twenty and 
made salaam. “Peace upon those of this house- 
hold,” she intoned. 

“And to you be peace, daughter of Allah.” Starr 
looked up from a waist upon which she was operating 
with a particularly malodorous cleansing fluid. ‘‘What’s 
the dirt?” 

Gwen, who was by way of being a clearing house for 
all the news that never reaches the college authorities, sat 
down and asked, “Anything wrong with La Lond?” 

“Haven’t heard of anything.” 

“Does she cop the Alumnae or doesn’t she?” 

“By a mile. Anyone think different?” 

“Yes, they do.” 

“Why? Who else has got a Chinawoman’s chance?” 
asked Sylvia. She tossed her book into a corner. 

“Ah, now you're asking! All I know is that Sally 
Messmore and a bunch of the wise ones over in The Bul- 
rushes are betting against her.” : 

There was a circle in the dormitory nicknamed The 
Bulrushes who esteemed themselves hot sports and who 
made books on all college events. 

“That stringy little ferret! Who cares what she does?” 
But Sylvia’s expression was less unconcerned than her words. 

“She buys her clothes out of her bets and her bridge. You 
don’t catch her laying money unless she’s got something to go 
on. They say she’s got a2 couple of hundred on the field 
against our Sara.” 


STARR 


Spivia' going would leave a big hole 
in the community life. ¢Wloreover 
there was a feeling of mystery about it. 
Nobody knew why she was leaving for 
she had jealously guarded her secret 


“Can such things be!” said Sylvia. “Well, I think I'll just 
stroll over and have a talk with Ratty Messmore.” 

“You might get something,” Gwen said, “and then again 
you mightn’t. She’s nobody’s pet moron.” 

The girl thus complimented was sitting on her window sill 
studying out a bridge problem when the emissary from Trum- 
bull hailed her. Miss Messmore of the senior class had a 
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small, hard, alert cheerful face and a slim 
figure, always snappily arrayed. 

“Come up and set,” she invited. Then 
as Sylvia appeared in the door, “Have a 
Cemetery Special? The box is on the 
trunk.” 

Ignoring the courtesy the representa- 
tive of Trumbull House said, “I hear you're 
betting aga.nst La Lond for the Alumnae.’ 

‘Got a few down,” was the careless 
response. “Handling any Trumbull money 
on it? 

“No, but I'd like to know why you're 
against her.” 

“Because I think she'll lose.” 

“Who's going to win?” 

“Ah! I didn’t say who'd win. I'm bet- 
ting La Lond will lose.” 

“And you're not telling why?” 

Miss Messmore directed a thoughtful 


look at her visitor. “Did she send you 
here on the quiet?” 
“No.” Sylvia's nostrils quivered. Her 


teeth bit off the monosyllable. These 
symptoms were not lost upon the acute 
Miss Messmore. 

“Ever push a girl out of a third story 
window and see what happened?” she in- 
quired with a grin. “If not, don't ex- 
periment on me.” 

“All right, sweetie.’ Meaning, “That's 
what I'd like to do but I'll wait and see 
what's next.” 


7 ET me on this. It’s a straight busi- 

ness proposition with me I've 
nothing against La Lond, except a coupla 
hundred dollars.’ 

“Would you take more?” 

“I could place it, I guess.” 

“Pretty sure, aren't you, Messmore?” 

“Instead of taking your easy money I'll 
give you a tip for yourself and for La 
Lond. Your entry had better withdraw 
quietly and quickly.” 

“Don't make my blood run _ cold,” 
begged the visitor. 

“All right. But I’ve seen the letters.” 

“Do you know where the body is buried, 
too? Or do I have to wait for the next 
instalment for that?” 

Cut the bluff,” said Miss Messmore. 
“You're La Lond’s side kick. You know 
more than I could tell you, I guess 
Maybe you aren’t wise that she’s got a 
man.” 

“Don't be sil-lay,” Sylvia said 

Sally Messmore eyed her. “I play poker 
myself and I'll hand it to you that you've 
got the face for the game. Just the same, 
if the faculty or the Self Gov’ ever sees 
those precious documents, and you don’t 
have to read between the lines to know 
what’s in ‘em, La Lond will lose more 
than the Alumnae and Sperry will lose 
the benefit of La Lond’s presence.” 

That's your little game, is it?” 

Not liking the tone of this query, Miss 
Messmore suddenly became voluble and 
defensive You needn't think I put this 
up. I didn’t take the letters. It isn’t my 
game. I’m no blackmailer. But as long 
as I’m in on the knowledge why shouldn't 
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at the bluff, Sylvia,’’ said eACiss Aessmore. ‘‘ You're 
those letters La Lond will lose more than the -Alumnae 
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I make my bets accordingly? At that I 
don’t want to see any girl get in wrong 
and I'll go this far with you, if she drops 
out of the exams on account of her health 
or something, I'll see if it can’t be fixed. 
What say?” 

Sylvia said nothing. She went to the 
dresser and took a small whisk broom 
with which she retired to a spot just out- 
side the doorway. There she brushed her- 
self from head to foot with the elaborate 
care of one who suspects the presence of 
vermin. Insult in dumb show could go 
no further, but the dignity of the effect 
was regrettably weakened by her slam- 
ming the whisk violently to the floor as 
her parting gesture. 

“T'll give you a week,” the unabashed 
sport called after her. 


TRATAGEMS and wiles were not 
natural to the straight dealing Sylvia. 
Her first impulse was to take counsel with 
the other H.B.V.’s but she abandoned it. 
This was a matter too intimately touching 
Sara to be discussed with anyone. Ought 
she to warn the threatened girl? To what 
purpose? There was nothing to be done 
and the knowledge would only distract 
her mind from her work in these last im- 
portant weeks when she should be con- 
solidating her advantage. But at least 
she should be put on her guard against 
further risks. Sylvia interrupted her friend 
at her late night studies: 

“Seen Mark lately?” 

The scholar looked up _ impatiently. 

“Expect to see him?” 

“He’s been writing me to come down but 
I can’t afford the time now.” 

“You’re hearing from him then?” 

“Of course. What’s it all about, Hart- 
nett?” 

“Just that you can’t afford to take any 
chances at this stage.” 

“I’m not.” Sara fell into one of her 
moods of analysis. “We're ‘funny crea- 
tures, we women. There are stretches 
when I hardly think about Mark at all, 
except to be fond of him when a letter 
calls him to mind and to wish I didn’t 
have to answer it. I don’t usually. Then 
again I’ll suddenly be wild to see him and 
be with him and want to jump the next 
train to New York and have him meet 
me and tell me that I’m beautiful and 
adorable and believe it.” She laughed. 
“But he isn’t as important in my scheme 
of things as the Alumnae. Aren’t. I the 
cold-hearted lizard?” 

“Is that what you call it? Well, I 
just wanted to tell you, if you can’t be 
good, be careful.” 

“I can be both until exams are over.” 

“That’s all right then.” 

But it was far from all right. Sylvia 
took her problem for a walk but she 
could see no way out. Not until she was 
emerging from a troubled dream that night 
did the great, grand, cruelly luminous idea 
come to her. As a side issue to it with a 
promise of [Continued on page 119] 
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as ‘Marriage is a lottery,” “Love is blind,” and, “It’s 

no use talking to people in love.’ Even those who are 
possessed by this strange fever called love are beginning to 
listen to the voice of science. 

Today in over two hundred American colleges young men 
and women are being taught the things that make for a good 
healthy marriage and a lifelong friendship. 

Science can insure better and healthier children and it can 
raise the probability of happiness for the average man and 
woman who have sworn to live their lives together until death 
do them part 

One of the chief aims of science is to secure to humanity 
a greater possibility for enjoying life by reducing the per- 
centage of pain and crime and misery that follow unfortunate 
marriages. 


Ge has thrown into the discard such old slogans 
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“1 do not suggest a long whiskered 

board of supervisors acting in 

the place of @upid but I hope science 

can build on the race-old instinct of 
love, marriages that will last’’ 


arriage 


Science does not suggest a long whiskered board of super- 
visors acting in the place of Cupid with power of life and 
death over the small god of love. What science does want 
is more learning, more education, more understanding of the 
rules of love and the laws of heredity. It wants the present 
generation to view with respect and high hopes the children 
of the future. It believes that those children are entitled to 
honest and healthy and wisely mated fathers and mothers 

But how can science help a girl to select a husband who 
will wear well, who will approach the dream of her ideal? 
How can it aid a boy to find a mate, a wife who will measure 
up to his preconceived notion? 

Let it be said that like will always marry like. That is as 
it should be. Yet science has learned that people are in- 
herently different and that the way to merge that difference 
in a happy, successful marriage is to begin with as much 
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a Lemon in the Garden of Love 
‘By ALBERT E. WIGGAM 


cAuthor of “GHE GRUIT 
OF GHE GAMILY GREE” 


similarity as possible. If you are wise 
enough to remember this and act upon it 
marriage will cease to be, as it often is at 
present, a grotesque misfit. 

In attempting to avoid these misfits one 
should naturally look for a standard, an 
ideal. But is there such a thing as an 
ideal husband or wife? To get an answer 
to this question a group of people who 
were interested in eugenics, that is, in the 
science of better men and women in the 
future, sent a list of questions to several 
thousand intelligent young women. Their 
replies were analyzed and 
it was found that the 
ideal husband would be 
endowed with attributes 
in the proportion given in 
this table: 


Health 20% 
Financial Success 19% 
Love of Children 18% 
Appearance . 11% 
Disposition 8% 
Education 8% 
Character 6% 
Housekeeping 7% 
Dress 3% 


Complete Husband, 100% 


The man who met these 
requirements in the per- 
centage indicated would 
not make a bad husband 
from the standpoint of 
race building and eugenics. 
The estimate of character, 
disposition, and ability 
seems low but the replies 
indicate that financial suc- 
cess and good health are 
taken by the young wo- 
men as a strong indication 
of character, disposition 
and ability. Appearance 
also meant general manly 
excellence and vivacity of 
manner and expression. 

This research reveals 
the scientific rightness of 
the girls’ requirements 
though the results are 
stated in their own terms. 
If the man of their 
choice is a financial suc- 
cess, it is a fair guess that 
he will measure up in 
other things. 


TOTAL 
IDEAL WIFE 


HEALTH 23% 
LOOKS 14% 
HOUSEKEEPING 12% 


LOVE OF 
cunpren 


COMPLETE 
HUSBAND 
100% 
HEALTH 20% 


FINANCIAL 
success '9% 


LOVE OF 


I agree with James J. Hill, the Empire Builder, 


that the young man who cannot save money out of his 
earnings, whatever they may be, is never successful, lacks 


energy or intelligence and character. 


the ability to support them. 


The love of children 
which was rated only one per cent lower means, for the male, 


By following wisely the dictates of their ideal, the young 


women are fairly certain that they will not have to support 


this list over. 


“Does it chart your ideal? 
eMost engaged couples 
think they love each 
other’s beautiful charac- 
ters. ‘Yet the answers to 
a questionnaire on per- 
fect mates, sent out to 
thousands, put cha 
close to the end of the 
list and ranked health 
above all 
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Tacter 


part of the feminine character. 
fifty-one per cent was credited by the boys. 


cAs Gold to 
“ROB GSCHAEGLE 


a lot of little replicas of a loafer father. 

One thing this inquiry showed which 
the boys should heed is this: that dress is 
rated lowest of all. The boys who spend 
a lot of money on silk shirts, red neckties, 
and fawn colored spats are scarcely no- 
ticed by the girls. As to the boy with- 
out health, character, and ability, the 
young women are not only suspicious; 
they actually show him the sign, “Not 
wanted.” ‘ 

Naturally after this, the investigators 
wanted to find out if there is such a thing 
as an ideal, one hundred 
per cent wife. A set of 
questions, similar to those 
sent to the girls, were put 
in the hands of several 
thousand young’ men. 
Their replies, compiled 
and digested, gave the 


following table of per- 
centages for the ideal 
wife: 

23% 
Looks 14% 
Housekeeping 12% 
Disposition 11% 
Love of Children 11% 
10% 
Management ....... 7% 
Dress 
Character 5% 


Total ideal wife, 100% 


One might find fault 
with this appraisement 
but on the whole I do 
not feel that it is dis- 
couraging. It balances up 
amazingly well with the 
girls’ estimate of an ideal 
husband and, after all, 
they are the ones who 
voice the yes of most 
love-making and marriage. 

The item character for 
the ideal wife may seem 
rated rather low but this 
must be considered in 
connection with other rat- 
ings. Disposition, love 
of children, housekeeping 
ability, education, home 
management, are all 
doubtless things that the 
young men thought of as 
And to these same four items 
Hence there was 


no longer any need for a high percentage being ascribed to 
the item of character. 
Looks, that is, the girl’s beauty, rates high, namely fourteen 


per cent, second only to health. 


Does that seem to throw 


too much stress upon something that for ages has been de- 


scribed as only skin deep? But 


[Continued on page 81] 
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With “Drawings 
from Life 
By *R. CHICKERING 


outh 


HE most innocent little girl in the whole high school 

l was in love with the very worst boy. He was insolent, 

hard-boiled and wild, this Jim Bell, and his lips, as he 
stood talking with another boy, had a sneering curl that seemed 
emblematic of his attitude toward everything. 

Jim did not know that Harriet was watching him from the 
door of the girls’ gymnasium, her soft brown eyes trembling 
with moisture. He did not dream that she even knew his 
name, this tiny quiet mousy girl who blushed and quivered if 
a teacher spoke to her sharply. 

The loves of Jim Bell were notorious things but almost 
anyone who knew her would have laughed had you suggested 
that little Harriet Hartley was, or ever could be, in love. 

She was like a shy spring wood flower, delicate and tiny 
and quite inconspicuous, apt to be passed, by with merely a 
pleasant glance. But if you would pause and look closety, 
the modest little blossom would reveal itself as a study in 
beauty and perfection. Her cheek, as she rested it there 
against the dark door casing, was pink with the translucent 
pink of a mountain dawn. Her color flushed and paled 
delicately, her lips moved, her eyes widened and narrowed 
almost imperceptibly, her tiny fingers worked—all finely at- 
tuned barometers registering every move, every expression of 
the dark youth who stood a few yards down the hall. 

She wondered what Jim was talking to that boy about. 
She could tell by watching that the boy was laying down the 
law about something which Jim did not like especially to 
hear. She was resentful of that, for while she would have 
liked Jim to quit being bad, she did not want anyone trying 
to reform him. She loved him so much that she wanted him 
just as he was, sneer, dark eye-circles, gossip-spattered reputa- 
tion and all. If she could help it she would not have him 


get into trouble, but her love for him stood first and her 
natural feminine instinct to reform came afterward. 

The boy said one last thing to Jim, emphasizing it with a 
shaken forefinger that was almost a fist, then turned and 
walked down the hall. Jim looked after him with a frown, 
then shrugged and walked away in the opposite direction, 
past the doorway where Harriet bloomed. 

It was at that exact moment, as Jim approached her, that 
Harriet’s blind adolescent emotions chose to reach the point 
where they were no longer containable, like a pan of something 
on the stove, which simmers for just so long and then boils 
all over everything. 

She stepped out of the doorway in front of him. He 
stopped. Timidly she raised her eyes to his. She had not 
the slightest idea what she was going to do or say; she only 
knew that she could no longer merely watch and worship 
him from a distance. Something had to happen, even if it 
ended everything. She tried to speak but she made only a 
little stammering noise. The color rushed to her cheeks and 
stained them scarlet. She dropped her eyes. 

Jim looked at her in a quick, queer way, glanced up and 
down the hall where students were beginning to pour out of 
the classrooms, and brushed hurriedly past her with a muttered, 
“Pardon me.” 


E WAS gone, leaving Harriet standing there. “Like a 
fool,” she said to herself bitterly as she realized what 
she had done. “Like a silly little fool!” 

She laughed a sorry laugh that was half a sigh and with 
dragging feet moved along the crowded, noisy hall. She 
looked at her left sleeve, the sleeve he had brushed as he 
pushed quickly past her. She put her hand on it and felt it, 
as though it might be warmer, or colder, than the rest of her. 
There were tears in her eyes, for she realized that as they 
had stood there alone in the almost deserted hall she had 
spoiled the best chance to know him that she would probably 
ever have. A quiet opportune meeting like that was the 
rarest and choicest of accidents in a hustling big high school. 
She told herself that now she was worse than unknown to 
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cA Story 


Of the Greatest eoment 


In a Girl’s Life 
“By 


ARR 


The teacher happily made 
an oval zero after “Hartley, 
H.” in the gradebook and 
school droned on. 

At the end of the eighth 
period.she found her way to 
her locker in the hall, put 
away her books, powdered 
her nose by the mirror on 
the inside of her locker door, 
q crept out of the building to 
{ the corner where she boarded 

a street car and went home. 
Harriet lived with her 


was 


watching Fim Bell 
whose love affairs 
were notorious. She 
was like a shy, spring 
wood flower. “People 
would laugh at her 
being in love ‘vith 
Jim but she could no 
longer worship him 

from a distance - 


widowed father, who was 
housekept by an old woman 
called Aunt Aiken. Harriet 
never dared ask whether 
Aunt Aiken was really her 
aunt. She feared her so 
terribly that she was some- 
times physically ill. Aunt 
Aiken was a horrible old 
woman! 

She caught Harriet at the 
foot of the stairs. “What's 


him, for he would think of 
her, as he passed her in 
the halls hereafter, as a 
stupid little girl who had 
once bumped into him. 
Harriet suffered. She bit 
back sobs till her blossom tender lips were bruised. Industrial 
Geography passed like a fevered dream. Civics was better, 
for she had a rear seat in the corner where she could put 
her handkerchief to her eyes without having a battery of 
curious stares turned upon her. When the teacher asked her 
something about municipal government she could only say 
in a tiny choked voice, “Not prepared.” : 
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the matter with you?” she 
asked. “Been a-crying, 
haven’t you? What have you got to cry about?” 

Harriet tried to tear free from her grasp, but the old 
witch dragged her into the light. With a shrewd squint she 
noted the high color in the girl’s cheeks, her trembling-breasted 
breaths, her luminousness of eye. 

“Mixed up with a boy, ain’t you, my dear?” accused Aunt 
Aiken. “Ha, that’s pretty business! Well, now, let me tell 
you some things you ought to know. First off——” 

For half an hour Harriet shuddered and tried to stop her 
ears. 

“No, no, no!” she cried. “I don’t know what you mean! 
Let me go!” 

She was still pale and shaking when her father came home 
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at supper time. Mr. Hartley was a mild little man, completely 
under the thumb of Aunt Aiken. 

“Your daughter’s no good!’’ Aunt Aiken informed him as 
he hung up his hat. “She's carrying on with boys something 
frightful!’ 

Mr. Hartley turned his worried eyes on Harriet, who ran 
to him and hid herself in his arms. “It’s not so!” she sobbed. 
And he comforted her half heartedly 

That night Harriet lay long awake. She was not nervous. 
Her nerves were marvels of stability for an adolescent girl in 
love, but that awful scene with Aunt Aiken had hurt her so 
she could not sleep 

\nd then there was constantly the grating thought of that 
silent, awkward moment when she had faced Jim in the hall. 


pw tried to put it from her mind, but it kept creeping 
back, like a stray cat, and standing pitifully on the 
doorstep of her memory. 

Harriet choked a little, lying in her bed staring into the 
dark. She loved Jim twice as much now, and was further 
from him than ever before. 

There came a stealthy step in the hall outside her half-open 
door. She turned on her side, stiffened, listened. The dim hall 
light showed her the shadow of a man standing just outside. 

The door opened and 
the figure slipped in. It 


Sewing basket, curling iron, ballet slippers, sachet, snapshot 
album, middy blouse—and there it was! A little cedar chest 
that had once held a pound of candy! She opened it and 
took out a roll of bills. She had been saving that money 
since her twelfth birthday, from her allowance, from Christmas 
checks and birthday presents. Fifty-three dollars! She pressed 
it into Jim’s hand. 

For a wonderful moment externals ceased to be. She never 
forgot how Jim’s eyes looked then—utterly dumbfounded, yet 
with a mighty light slowly kindling. That one moment made 
up for the stupid little time in the hall, for all her distant 
unrequited loving. “To think,” she marveled, “that by a 
blundering bit of fate they should be thrown together this 
way so that she could help him—her Jim!” It was to Harriet 
like a dream so full of joyous fulfilled longings that the 
dreamer does not want to wake up and fights to stay asleep. 

But her awakening came suddenly, terribly, with a heavy 
pad-pad of footsteps in the hall. For an instant they were 
both frozen with terror. Then Jim snatched a shining re- 
volver from his pocket and leveled it at the closed door. 

He was not criminal, he was simply young and cornered 
and half crazy with worry. 

Harriet threw herself upon him, clutching his wrist with 
sudden amazing strength. She thrust the gun back into his 

pocket, and held it there, 
her arm partly encircling 


darted to her dresser and 
pulled open a drawer. 

Even then Harriet did 
not scream. She was in 
a strange mood that night. 
What she did was to 
reach out and snap on the 
light ! 


AUGHTER 
SBy Jris Jeppson 


him. 

The door was flung 
open and Aunt Aijken 
burst in, Medusalike with 
curlers, hideous and 
grotesque in one of those 
awful bed costumes which 
only old women can 
achieve. She stood glar- 


Jim!” . 
hat secret have you hid behind your eyes ing triumphantly at the 


“You! Gee, I didn’t 
know this was your 
home!” He was flattened 
against the wall, his face 
very white, his eyes very 
large He wore a gray 
sweater; a dark cap was 
pulled low over his face, 
and he held a flashlight in 


his hand ou tell me this and that and look away 


Ghat fill them so with laughter? What surprise? 
You cannot even meet my casual glance 
“Because of little hidden lights that dance 
cAnd sparkle with the maddest, sheerest glee. “I knew it! 
cAnd yet you think I take you seriously? 


two scared young people 
like a foul avenging thing 
out of an _  Ejighteenth 
Century horror-book. 

she said. 
“IT knew you'd been a- 
sneaking boys in here! 
And I heard him say he 
had you in trouble, too, 
my dear!’ She pointed 


, He was trembling and Fearful of the things your eyes may say. ; ian 

it gave Harriet a queer » at Jim. “You'll marry 
fluttery feeling to see her eMistaken one! You t Ink you may deceive her. You can't lie out of 
stern, hard Jim, so ob- When they have told me I must not believe? it. I heard what you 


viously terrified. 

She leaned out of bed 
and with the tips of her 
fingers gave the door a 


I can forgive you all these petty lies 
“Because there is much laughter in your eyes! 


said.” 

Mr. Hartley appeared, 
puffing and alarmed, in 
pale blue pajamas. Aunt 


push. It clicked softly 


Aiken bared her gums at 


shut. Then she sat up in 

bed with the covers drawn 

high about her and looked intently at him. He had not 
moved. His great dark eyes were blazing and he watched 
her in a most peculiar way. 

“Jim,” she said, ‘“‘why are you doing this? You're not a 
thief.” 

He relaxed a little, and took his eyes from her before he 
answered. “I’ve got to get some money and get it quick,” 
he said 

What’s the matter, Jim?” Her voice was wonderfully 
sweet and soft; she seemed to take a special delight in 
pronouncing his name. 

“I've got to get some money,” he repeated. 

“You must tell me why.” 

“Well,” he said. “Km in trouble. I smashed up an 
automobile that belongs to one of the boys over at school.” 

“Sssh! Not so loud!” 

There was a short silence before she asked, “How much 
do you need?” 

About fifty dollars,” he said. 

She smiled at him. “I'll give you the money,” she said. 
Two tiny white feet found their slippers, and a round white 
arm, a robe. She slid out of bed and went to her dresser. 
She knelt before the bottom drawer, opened it, and began 
to dig 


him. “Just see ‘em here 
a-laughing together at this 
time onight! I told you your daughter was no good!” 

The father dropped back weakly. “Harriet!” he said. “My 
little Harriet, doing a thing like this!” 

Through her robe and thinner night-dress Harriet could 
feel Jim’s heart thumping wildly against her left shoulder- 
blade. She pressed back against him more tightly. 


UNT AIKEN burst out anew. “Well,” she shrilled, “you 
can just bet they'll get married this very night!” 

And Harriet’s father, kind as he was, had enough black 
Puritanism left in his heart to regard a marriage certificate 
as the one solution to any Gordian knot of boy-and-girl 
entanglement, though he did say feeble things to Aunt Aiken’s 
torrential vituperations before he actually did the telephoning. 

Aunt Aiken fizzed at Harriet as she dressed; Jim, dazed and 
glassy-eyed, was stood guard over; the door-bell rang and 
as dawn played pink games on the housetops, they were 
married, a shivering pair of numbed young strangers 

The high school received the news with the unsurprisable 
cynicism of the weary teens. A few of the better boys, with 
an illusion or two left, might have mused to a pal, “Gee, 
who'd ever think a pure lookin’ little kid like her—” but most 
of them only shrugged in a matter-of-fact way. Some one, in 


alluding to it jestingly, dropped the [Continued on page 78] 


e arm, a robe 
er, opened it and 


e held a pound of 


She had been saving that 


and a round whit 
the bottom draw 


vo tiny white 


Flarriet went to her dresser. 
began to dig and there it was! 
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acuum leaner 


'\ , YHEN vacuum cleaning was first introduced into our 
home, I am afraid that I was what might be called 
fairly indifferent to the whole business. I had never 
had any particular craving for vacuum cleaning as such and 
although I knew, of course, that a great many very nice 
refined people had vacuum cleaners in their homes, the idea 
of owning one of the things myself had really never occurred 
to me. But then, of course, the idea of getting married and 
settling down had never occurred to me either, so that one 
more little surprise, in the shape of a vacuum cleaner agent 
did not entirely throw me off my balance. 

He was a very nice agent, too, and in fact he was so nice 
that I thought at first he was a bootlegger and invited him in. 
As I look back on it, there really was no reason why a boot- 
legger should be carrying a vacuum cleaner around with him, 
but I had been expecting a bootlegger all that afternoon and 
| supposed, of course, that the vacuum cleaner was just a 
disguise, in fact, a much more clever disguise than the ~us- 
tomary cutaway, top hat and walking stick which the ..ew 
York bootleggers now seem to be affecting. And so, as I 
have said, I asked him to sit down only to discover to my 
amazement that I had let in a vacuum cleaner agent. 

As a matter of fact, he wasn’t an agent either. He was, as 
he explained, a demonstrator and apparently my wife had 
already bought the machine and he had come to show me 
how it worked. The fact that I didn’t really have the 
slightest desire to know how it worked didn’t seem to bother 
him in the least either and he cheerfully began crawling under 
my legs in order to reach the electric light socket. When he 
reached it he gave a sharp tug on the wire; there was a 
bright flash followed by some smoke, and every light in the 
room went out. 

“Well,” he said, “I must have blown out a fuse.” 

“Yes,” I agreed, “I think you probably have.” 

He was not discouraged. 

“Have you got a fuse?” he asked. 

A fuse was found and installed not without a certain amount 
of trouble on my part. He then proceeded. 

“Now,” he said, “you take the ordinary vacuum cleaner—” 

“I'd rather not,” I objected. 


A Helpful Hint 
Ghat “Big “Hearted 


“Exactly,” he agreed and with that he proceeded to remove 
from his pocket a handful of what looked very much like 
dirt. 

“I'll just rub some of this into your carpet,’ he explained 
and before I had time to argue he had done so. 

“Try and get that out,” he challenged. 

“I don’t want to,” I replied a little testily. 

“Exactly,” he agreed, snapping on the motor of his machine. 
There was a loud whirring noise. He snapped the switch 
again and the noise ceased. 

“Now,” he said, “before I demonstrate to you why ours 
is the only machine which will really pick up that dirt, I 
should like to run over a few of the important points about 
our product.” 

“But why?” I objected. “You've already sold it to us, 
haven't you?” 

“Exactly,” he said. ‘Now, in the first place, this motor is 
completely nickel plated throughout—” 


HERE did not seem to be any way to stop him. I sat 
back and listened. At the end of fifteen minutes I was 
struck with a sudden and rather desperate idea. 

“Will you have a drink?” I suggested. 

He seemed doubtful. 

“Come on,” I urged. ‘You've had a hard day.” 

“Well—” 

He did not look like a man who could stand very much, 
so I made the drink a strong one. And the second I made 
even stronger. 

My judgment was correct. He took his first drink at five 
thirteen. At five twenty-one he was telling me about his 
wonderful wife, “the most wonderful woman in the world,” 
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as he expressed it. At five thirty-four I was looking at photo- 
graphs of his lady friend who worked at the Western Union. 
At five forty-five he confided in me that I had bought a 
lousy vacuum cleaner, and at six one he thought he would 
like to sing with me if I knew any good songs. 


My wife arrived a little before seven.. I was reading the 
evening papers. 

“Did the vacuum cleaner come?” she asked, pulling off her 
gloves. 

“Yes, dear,” I replied. 


guest room.” 


“I've just put it to bed in the 


ND so, you see, I really did not take advantage of my 

opportunities to learn about the inside workings of vacuum 
cleaning, an oversight which I came to regret quite bitterly 
two months later. Because two months later my wife went 
on a visit and I was left alone in the apartment, alone with 
our cat and the vacuum cleaner. I promised faithfully to 
feed the one, and use the other every day. We said good-by 
at the station and I returned to take up my duties. 

Feeding the cat wasn’t hard. It wasn’t easy either because 
the cat had never liked me very much. But I did manage. 
after a day or two, to effect some sort of a compromise by 
which she agreed to eat what I gave her or starve. And 
that left only the vacuum cleaner to be taken care of. 

The first afternoon I got it out I thought that I really 
wasn't going to have much trouble. I plugged the cord into 
the light socket, turned on the motor and started ahead. At 
the first turn everything seemed to be going all right and 
then I suddenly noticed that the portion of the rug which 
I had traversed was just as dirty, if not dirtier, than it had 
been before. I went back over it again with still less result. 
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“Drawing “By 
LOREN STOUT 


here it lay, a crisis 
in my married life. Ghe 
| cat had never liked me 
much but I had affected 
a compromise with him. 
“But how to conquer the 
vacuum cleaner! Ghat 
was my awful problem 


I shut off the motor and 
Ou» considered. Here, certainly, 

was a serious problem and 
with night coming on too. I 
tried once more but the two 
matches, the strip of white 
thread and the tobacco ashes 
still remained. It looked pretty 
hopeless and I decided that the best thing to do would be 
to go out and get dinner and then attack the problem when 
I came home. 

Which would have been all right if I had come home right 
after dinner. But I happened to go to a little French 
restaurant for dinner and there I met Joe Williams and 
along about two in the morning I had to take him home. I 
was perfectly all right myself except for a slight tendency to 
knock over glasses and a curious desire to talk out loud to 
myself in the taxi, a desire which I of course suppressed 
except on streets running east and west. 

But when I got home there was that vacuum cleaner lying 
just where I had left it and the whole ghastliness of the 
thing suddenly overcame me. In fact, it overcame me to 
such an extent that I walked out of my apartment, down two 
flights and rang the bell at number 6G. 

6G was the apartment of Leon Southers, a very nice bald- 
headed bachelor, and after about ten minutes of ringing he 
finally came to the door in his pajamas 

“Leon,” I said, “my vacuum cleaner won't work.” 

“My God, old man,” said Leon. “You don’t say so.” 


‘TE WON'T pick up anything,” I asserted, “even cigarette 
ashes.” 
“What kind of cigarette ashes?” 
I considered. 
“Camels,” I finally replied. 
Leon shook his head. 
“That’s pretty serious,” he said. 
had better do? Call a policeman?” 
“No,” I replied. “Let’s keep the police out of this.” 
By that time J had gone inside, [Continued on page 101] 


asked Leon. 


“What do you think we 
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The 


\ HEN I came to live with my sister Sallie and her hus- 

band, Hollis Carter, I met Bert Allen, a young doctor, 
and Jim Brent, a portrait painter. I half expected Bert to pro- 
pose to me before he went to Europe that spring, but he didn’t. 

On the very day that Bert returned unexpectedly Jim’s brother 
Austin was found dead in the Brent apartment. Circumstantial 
evidence pointed to Jim as the murderer. Jim wouldn't talk 
and Hollis, who was acting as Jim’s lawyer, believed he was 
shielding some woman. 

It came out later that a woman in black had left Jim’s studio 
in a taxi the night of the murder. 

Bert thought Sallie was the woman. Her handkerchief and 
an envelope addressed to her on the day of the murder had 
been found in the studio 

While I tried to find out from Sallie where she had been Bert 
discovered that the elevator boy on duty 
at the Brent’s apartment house that night 
had gone to buy cigars for Austin Brent. 
The boy finally confessed stealing his 
wallet but claimed he had seen a woman 
lifting Mr. Brent's body into a chair. 

That cleared Jim all right, but it didn’t 
satisfy Hollis who still believed Sallie had 
been at Jim’s studio. To protect her I 
said I had been there. Sallie followed me 
to my room that night. 

“You poor kid,” she said. “I thought 
it was you all the time.” 

“What?” I said. “You mean you weren’t 
there? 

“Of course I wasn't,” she answered and 
I became hysterical. 


oman 


T WASN'T until I got over my attack of hysterics that the 
humor of the situation struck me and it was humorous, in 
spite of its tragic features. 

Sallie, who was as much mystified for the moment as I was, 
had slapped a wet towel in my face and then tried to quiet me 
with a bottle of smelling salts. All wrong of course. I hadn't 
fainted but the strong odor of the salts nearly choked me, and 
as I couldn’t laugh any more, I gradually became quiet. Sallie 
kept looking at me, her eyes like saucers. I think she was afraid 
the strain I had been through had done something queer to my 
brain. 

“Are you all right now, darling?” she asked me. She kept 
waving the bottle of salts under my nose. 

“Yes,” I said. “But I won’t be if you keep choking me to 
death with that stuff.” 

Pretty soon I was myself again. As nearly 
as I could be under the circumstances. 

“If I am not mistaken, Sallie dear,” I 
gasped. “you said just before I had this little 
brainstorm that you were not the mysterious 
female Jim Brent had with him at his studio 
that evening.” 

“4 “Of course not,” Sallie replied. She was 
still regarding me with a worried look as 
though she feared I might be losing my 


as I reached 
Jim’s door that night 
I saw a lady going 
upthe steps. Ithought 
it was Sallie. So I 
went away silently 
and discreetly 
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Concluding 
A 

Mystery 
of 


Indiscretion 


mind. “I wasn’t near his stu- 
dio that day except when we 
went there together around 
five o'clock. The time when 
I read him those paragraphs 
from Hollis’s letter about 
some changes in my portrait 
and forgot the envelope and my handkerchief. What I don’t 
understand is why you should ask me if I was there when you 
have just admitted to Bert and Hollis that you spent the evening 
there yourself. You know very well I went to a concert at the 
Lyric.” 

“Then why in heaven’s name didn’t you say so before?” I 
gasped. 

“I did. I told you.” 

“T mean to Hollis and Bert. Why didn’t you tell them?” 

‘Because I thought you were the one who had been with Jim, 
especially after you refused to answer my questions the other 
night. And I was afraid that the minute I said I wasn’t with 
him it would condemn you. I hoped just as you did, I guess, 
that Jim would get off without having to prove an alibi at all 
when the real murderer was found. But when Hellis said 
what he did about a woman having taken a cab at the corner 
of Church and Thompson Streets and driven here, I was 
speechless because I took a cab at that corner after the 
concert was over and drove home. The Lyric, as you know, is 
only a couple of blocks from there and I couldn’t find a taxi any- 
where near the theater. When Hollis said that I couldn’t speak 
for a moment. He’s so dreadfully suspicious. Then you burst 
out with your confession. I think it was a mighty fine thing for 
you to do.” 

“And you believed me?” 

“Of course. Your story sounded straight enough. Why 
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shouldn’t I have believed you? 
You said you were there. And 
knowing how crazy Jim has been 
about you all summer I could un- 
derstand.” 

I began to laugh again but man- 
aged to control myself. 

“Of all the fools I have ever 
heard of,’ I gasped, “we two are 
the world’s worst. Each afraid to 
tell the truth for fear of making 
trouble for the other and neither 
of us guilty. I never so much as 
laid eyes on Jim Brent that eve- 
ning. I said I was there because 
I thought you had been with him 
and I wanted to save you from 
disaster. All I’ve done is to dis- 
grace myself with Hollis and with 
Bert just to save the reputation 
of the woman Jim Brent really 
was with. The one he’s been lying 
to save. 

“Well, I suppose virtue is its 
own reward but I’m off men for life. One of my suitors, Bert, 
loses faith in me the moment he hears I’ve spent the evening 
under compromising circumstances with his rival. And the 
other, the one I’m supposed to have been with, was taking 
his fun where he found it with another woman. Oh, it’s 
grand, this love game, I'll tell the world! But just the same 
I'm through.” 

Sailie listened to me rave without saying anything. I guess 
she was trying to get what had happened straight in her mind. 
Suddenly she leaned over and kissed me. There wasn’t any 
laughter in her eyes. 

“You did a big thing, Sis,’ she said. “A noble thing. Don't 
think I fail to appreciate it. Even the fact that it wasn’t neces- 
sary doesn’t change that. You came right out before Bert 
Allen and sacrificed his love for my sake. I’m going to 
straighten things out for you.” 

“How?” I said. 

“Easy enough. I’m going to Bert Allen and tell him your 
confession was all a lie, that you only made it to save me.” 

“That wouldn’t save him,” I laughed. 

“Why not?” said Sallie. 


*“ PDECAUSE,” I told her, “Bert had his chance and missed it. 
He showed his love wasn’t big enough to stand the strain.” 
“But,” Sallie objected, “you confessed that you were with Jim.” 
“Even so,” I broke in, “I didn’t confess to having done 
anything wrong did I? i can forgive Hollis for his jealousy 
of you. He’s old, twice your age almost and naturally mid- 
Victorian. In his day for a wife to be alone with another 
man for an hour or two was as good as a divorce. But Bert 
Allen is only twenty-five. He ought to have some modern 
ideas. Why should he condemn me just because he has a 
vivid imagination?” 

“You're unreasonable,” Sallie said. “You expect too much. 
It would have been different, if you had come out right 
away with the truth or with your story even though it 
wasn’t the truth. But you kept it back as though you had 
something to hide. And with Jim Brent lying too about 
having been at the theater. And his reputation with women. 
You mustn’t be too hard on Bert, dear. I'm sure he cares 
for you, and when I tell him the truth—” 
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“I don’t want you to tell him anything, Sallie,’ I said. “In 
the first place, he'll only think you are doing it to save me 
And in the second place, if Bert ever comes back to me, I 
want him to do it because he cares for me and not as a result 
of anything you have said. Do as I tell you, Sallie darling, 
and let Bert Allen alone.” 

Well, then,” Sallie went on, “why shouldn't I go to Jim 
Brent? He wouldn’t want to see you smashed up with Bert 
Allen on his account. It looks as though he were going to 
get off as far as this murder is concerned. Hollis will attend 
to that. I will see Jim right away and explain the circum- 
stances. All he need do is tell us who really was with him.” 

Don't be silly I laughed. “If he wouldn't tell that to 
save himself from a charge of murder, why should he do it to 
save me?” 

“I had an idea Jim was in love with you,” Sallie said 


“WOOKS like it, I must say!” I told her. “Spending the 
evening at his studio with another woman. 

Sallie's eyes began to twinkle. 

“Who's being mid-Victorian now?” she laughed. “You 
seem to have just as vivid an imagination as Bert.” 

In a way Sallie had me there but I wouldn’t admit it. 

You keep out of my affairs, darling,’ I told her. “I 
prefer to handle them myself. And I think you had better 
go back to your husband or he may think you will be cor- 
rupted, associating with a woman like me 

I had better tell him the truth at any rate,” Sallie said. 

If you tell him now you will be a fool,’ I said. “You'll 
only start another row. Take my advice and say nothing to 
anyone right now. Later on it may be different. Good night.” 

I couldn't help thinking as I got into bed that so far neither 
Sallie nor anybody else knew where I really had been the night 
of the murder. Sallie had asked me that time in her bedroom 
but I hadn't told her. I hadn't told anyone yet. 

I have been trying to make this a love story. but so far I 
have said very little about love. I have found that in real 
life, love stories do not by any means consist of charming 
dialogues between two 
happy and_ understand- 
ing souls. On the con- | 
trary, most romances | 
are made or marred by 
the words and the ac- 
tions of others Which 
is just another way of 
saying that the course 
of true love never does 
run smooth. 

It is for this reason 
that I have had to say 
so much about Austin 
Brent and his affairs 
If he hadn’t been shot 
that night I suppose 
Bert Allen would have 
proposed to me on his 
return from Europe, and 
I would have accepted 
him or rejected him as 
the case might be. And 
I suppose that if Jim 
Brent hadn't been ar- 
rested he would have 
proposed to me too. He 
had seemed on the point 
of it several times. One 
way or the other I 
should probably have 
been engaged to some- 
body if this tragedy 
hadn't come along and 
upset us all. 

Now everything was 
different. Hollis, al- 
though he was polite 
enough, clearly looked 
on me as a dissolute 
woman 

Bert Allen, since his 


CB ar hit Jim a blow that sent him clear across 


the room. Ghen he put his arm around me and 


led me through the door 
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disappearance the night I made my confession, hadn't been 
heard from at least so far as I was concerned although I 
learned from Sallie that Hollis had had several conferences 
with him about Jim Brent’s affairs. 

As for Jim, he was still in jail, although Sallie told me that 
Hollis expected to get him out at any moment. There had 
been a number of developments in connection with the mur- 
der since Bert made his discoveries involving the elevator boy. 

Thursday night when Hollis came home he called Sallie and 
me into his study. 

“I've got something to tell you,” he said. 

I went in because of my interest in Jim although the murder 
and everything connected with it had begun to get very much 
on my nerves. Hollis was sitting at his desk. 

“Something happened today,” he said, “that I think you 
girls might like to know. It’s about Jim Brent.” 

“Is he free?” I asked. 

“No. But he will be, I think, by morning.” 

“Tell us all about it,” said Sallie. 

“Well,” Hollis continued, “it’s largely Bert’s doing. He 
put the detectives on the trail of that elevator boy and his 
brother. And he told them, too, about the man on the first 
floor who claimed to have seen a woman dressed in black leave 
the building about ten o'clock that night. Everybody figured 
that she had probably committed the murder. 


e UT it didn’t take the detective in charge of the case very 

long to find out that the woman who had been seen 
leaving the building at ten o'clock was a friend of the janitor’s 
wife who had been making a call. The janitor’s family occupies 
the basement and this woman just walked up to the ground 
floor and went out as she had frequently done without seeing 
any one in the lobby. She had not gone to the second floor 
where the Brents live. In fact she did not know either of the 
brothers even by sight. 

This at once made the story told by the elevator boy, who 
claimed to have seen a woman putting the body of Austin 
Brent in a chair, look queer. It seemed to the police just the 
sort of a story the boy 
would tell if he had com- 
mitted the murder him- 
self, so they've got him 
and his brother down at 
headquarters now trying 
to get the truth out of 
them. If it turns out 
that either of them did 
the actual shooting, Jim 
Brent will- be freed at 
once. If they don't, I 
propose to take legal ac- 
tion to have him released. 
They really haven't suffi- 
cient evidence to _ hold 
him, especially without 
bail.” 

“Is that all?” Sallie 
asked. 

“Yes,” Hollis said. “Ex- 
cept this. I may be nar- 
row minded, old fashioned, 
Sallie, but after what 
your sister told us the 
other night about Jim 
Brent and herself, I nat- 
urally can’t receive him 
here at the house as I 
have in the past. Liking 
Bert Allen as much as I 
do and sympathizing with 
him my natural impulse 
would be to throw Jim 
Brent into the street.” 

‘““‘Wait a moment, 
please,” I said. “Let me 
understand. You think, 
from what I have said, 
that Jim seduced me? Is 
that it?” 

Hollis regarded me with 
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a scowl that made me shiver. 

“IT don’t pretend to know what 
went on between you two that 
night,” he said, “but it must have 
been something you were ashamed 
of or you wouldn't both have 
taken so much trouble to keep it 
dark. I make no accusations. 
But the fact remains that Bert 
Allen, who is a gentleman, doesn’t 
come here any longer because he 
believes my wife’s sister isn’t the 
sort of woman he could ask to 
marry him. If you think that is 
a pleasant situation for me you 
are very much mistaken. And if 
you think it will make it any 
pleasanter to have the man 
responsible for it hanging around 
my house—” 

“Hollis,” Sallie cried, “how dare you! Nancy isn't guilty 
of anything. She sacrificed herself to save—” 

I stopped her by putting my hand over her mouth. Hollis 
stared at us both, puzzled. 


, 1 SAVE whom?” he asked. “There isn't anybody she 

could save unless—” he fixed his eyes on Sallie and there 
was suspicion in them. “If Nancy isn’t the woman who left 
Brent at Church and Thompson Streets that night and drove 
here in a cab then who—” 

“Sallie was trying to tell you, Hollis,” I said, “that I 
sacrificed myself to save Jim. But I really didn’t you know. 
He'd have gotten off anyway. Just the same, don’t you think 
you are going a bit too far when you suggest that Jim Brent 
and I, ever if we were together, must necessarily have—” 

Hollis cut in on me with an angry snort. 

“No!” he exclaimed. “I don’t. Foster and Bert found 
more evidence in that studio than you’ve been told about. 
I’m not going to say what it was but if I were in Bert Allen’s 
place I wouldn’t ask you to marry me either in the face of it. 
And that’s why I don’t care to have Jim Brent coming around 
here.” 

I sat very still. It occurred to me that perhaps I didn’t 
want Jim Brent around myself. I [Continued on page 90] 


67 


With “Drawings from Life 
“By 
W. VU. CHAMBERS 


Hollis said 


what he did about a 
woman having taken a 
cab at the corner of 
Church and Ghompson 
Streets and driven herel 
was speechless, because 
I took a cab at that cor- 
ner the night of the mur- 
der and drove home 
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re you either of these con 
cA trasting blonde _personali- 
ties? If like Lois eAMoran you are 
strong-minded and self-reliant, your 
clothes should be of solid color in 
simple lines. If you are a fluffy 
blonde like Nancy ‘Drexel garb 


yourself ideally in organdy and lace 


You Dress 


SBy HARRY COLLINS 


Famous New York Costume “Designer 
And (reator of Emotionism in “Dress 


VERY girl is attractive emotionally No matter how drab a girl may 

appear outwardly, in her soul she has the divine sparks of emotion. 

The trouble with the average girl who feels her emotion within is 

that she does not show it to the world. She has been unable to find the 
medium through which to express her real self. 

I believe the beauty, softness, sympathy and affection of a girl’s character 
can be expressed by clothes. I believe she can bring to herself charm, romance, 
attractiveness through the line of a hem or the cut of a shoulder. She can 
express the emotions she has and the emotions she wishes to have through 
the models and colors she chooses. Her wardrobe can be and almost always 
is the outward expression of her inward and spiritual light. 

That is my theory. And that is what I am practising. I call the theory 
emotionism in dress, the art of fitting the dress to the girl and the girl to the 
dress in such a way as to bring out the vibrant principles of her personality. 
For I feel that the woman who doesn’t dress to express her personality and 
give full play to her emotions is merely covered, she isn’t dressed. There is 
great distinction between the two. One may as well be covered with a tent as 
to wear the wrong gown because neither one gives expression to personality. 

Most girls have a tendency to overdress though fashion for more than a 
quarter of a century has been toward simplicity. Never before have we been 
so free from a set mode. With the exceptions due alone to her figure and her 

coloring, a girl may dress as she pleases 

today and yet be smart. Short skirts 

or long, skirts up in the front and 

down in the back, long sleeves 

or none at all, violet or yellow 

% or brown, kasha cloth or 

cotton, models form fitting 

or chemise tied, style knows 

no boundaries today save 

those dictated by good 
taste. 

But that’s just the 

trouble. Formerly 

there was no demand 

on any girl. Some 

shop keeper, some 

sales clerk, some 

fashion publication 

told her just what 

to wear and she 

wore it. Nobody 

expected her to 

appear individual. 

They expected her 

to remain in style 

even if it made 

her look like fury. 
But in those days all 
a girl had to do any- 
way was get her man. 
Today she not only has 
that most delightful of 
outdoor and indoor sports 
to accomplish but also 
the task of getting a job, 
getting a good salary, keep- 
, ) ing up with the world, reading 

papers at the woman’s club and 
being socially a rounded person- 
ality. And no woman, even a 
Cleopatra, can succeed at varied pur- 
suits if she encases herself always in one 
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set of monotonous garments. The 
true girl of today must be any 
type of girl to any type of oc- 
casion. To this end she must 
use clothes not to express her 
whole personality but the in- 
dividual facets of her personality. 

So emotionism in dress is de- 
signed to show few clothes. Never 
will it have the tendency to make 
people turn to look at the frock 
outside a girl but to look at the 
girl within the frock. 

And to be thus emotionally 
attractive a girl has first to study 
the lines of her figure and to try 
to express with that outer wrap- 
per the things that are deep 
within, a blending of mind and 
body. How many times have 
you gone into an office where a 
number of girls were employed 
and had your attention focused 
on one particularly attractive 
stenographer? Stop to _ notice 
how that girl is dressed. You 
will find her dress suits her per- 
fectly. It is an outward. mirror 
of her soul. It speaks eloquently 
for the girl it covers. Even hung 
in a closet it would still give you 
some picture of the girl who 
wears it. This should be true of every gown a woman wears. 
Her visible glory is her raiment and no matter whether she 
be blonde, brunette or titian she can be a jewel in the dullest 
setting if she is correctly groomed. 


| Bape tntee when you see a pretty girl playing the humili- 
ating réle of wallflower you can be sure something is wrong 
in her costuming. She has chosen the wrong color and the 
wrong style. She may be the best dancer present but in- 
correctly clad she will never attract the eyes of the young 
men long enough for them to discover her charm. 

Yet the fundamentals of good dress are so easily mastered. 
Any girl can get the clothes that enhance her personality: if J 


f you react intensely to different models as 
eMadge Bellamy does, this formal dinner 


she will take time to recognize both her assets and her 
liabilities. It doesn’t tke dollars to be well dressed but it 


does take sense. You must not only see yourself as others gown of white chiffon and satin, caught at the 

see you but see yourself as you want them to see you. The neck with a jewelled pendant, will make you 

trouble with too many girls is that they take the first thing respond with dignity proper to the occasion 

shown to them in a shop. There is not now and never has : 

been any need to be a slave of fashion. Any exclusive 

couturier will tell you that the [Continued on page 83] “Photographs “Posed Exclusively Gor Smart Set By Gox Gilm Corporation 
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OW that our town is no longer front page news in all 

the daily papers I think that somebody should sit 

down and write out what really happened, because 
you know how newspapers are. They do not mind twisting 
everything upside down if it makes a good story. 

It all began on a Wednesday morning the week after school 
closed The Elms” where most of my friends go, closed 
on Thursday, and Ludlow High where mother and dad send 
me because they are very democratic was out Friday. The 
boys from the State U. and the eastern colleges had been 
home two or three weeks 

Of course I was as mad as the rest of our bunch at the 
absolutely poisonous trick our parents pulled on us but to 
be fair I must admit that several unpleasant things had 
happened in Dundee during the winter and spring. At least 
there were rumors of unpleasant things but you know how 
people everywhere run down the T. Y. G. whenever they get 
half a chance. That’s us, the Terrible Younger Generation, 
and we are blamed for about three times as much as we 
really do 

Anyway on the last Wednesday of June about ten o'clock, 
Angyl Trowbridge, the girl I trail with, came wandering 
through the hedge and suggested that we go over to the 
club and see who was there. Angyl is a pure blonde and I 
am a brunette and we never fall for the same boys so we 
get along fine. We started over toward the country club 
which is only a short block from our house. I am Marion 
Tullis, by the way 

There are very thick the club so we could 


trees around 


With “Drawings 
from Life 
By NANCY GAY 


not see anything until we were almost at the entrance. Then 
Angy! said: 

“For cat’s sake, that’s funny! There is not a soul there.” 

By that time we could see the long porch, the big gravel 
parking space and one of the tennis courts but there was not 
a car nor a person in sight. 

Suddenly Angy! exclaimed, “Hey, look at the door.” 

We went to it and there was a big board nailed across it 
with a placard that read: 

‘This club is closed to all persons for all purposes until 
further notice.” It was signed by the house committee. 


NGYL and I just stared at each other. It simply did not 

make sense. We heard a noise behind us and there came 
my brother Bertie and the Thompson twins on a dead run. The 
Thompson twins are sandy complexioned boys with innocent 
looking faces and slow drawly voices that are nice to listen 
to by moonlight. They hardly ever got excited about anything, 
but right now they were up in the air. 

Calvin gasped out, “Say, both our cars are jacked up in 
the garage and the wheels are gone.” 

Bertie said, “Our car is gone too, sis, and when I asked 
mother where it was she said dad sold it. i asked her when 
was he going to buy another and she said, ‘he isn’t’.”’ 

Just then we saw Trude Ellsworth and Ted Lane coming 
up the street. Trudie yelled when she was still half a block 
off but then she always yells even if she is at your elbow. We 
are used to it 

“The playhouse is shut,” she screamed, “and they have 
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“WwW. were all miles from 
nowhere without a convey- 
ance of any sort. Suddenly 
Jerry, my newly discovered 
thrill, produced a bicycle, 
placed a blanket over the 
handle bars for me and we 
sailed proudly away from 

the envious bunch 
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taken all the radios out. What do you think of that?” 

As they reached us Ted Lane said, “They've taken every- 
thing. My mother says it is an experiment. She says on 
desert islands life is simple and real. They couldn’t put us 
on a desert island because there isn’t any, so they made 
Dundee into one. Do you get it? We are on a desert island.” 

At first every one was too stunned to say anything and then 
we all talked at once. Somebody said, “But they couldn't 
have gotten everybody to give up everything.” 

“Yes, they did,” Ted insisted. “They had committees. 
They had mass meetings and I don’t know what all. They 
did it somehow.” 

My brother Bertie spoke up then. He is awfully clever 
though I would never tell him I thought so. He struck an 
attitude and orated solemnly, ‘“‘To make the world safe for 

Well, take a look at the town of Dundee! Not a car in it 
except grocers’ trucks and the bus. No radio. No movies. 
No jazz phonograph records. They left the highbrow ones. 
No country club. No Travelli. He was our local bootlegger. 
The crowning insult was that our allowances were to be one . 
dollar a week or less and charge accounts were discontinued. 


T LAST everybody went to Trudie’s house and flopped 

down in her gorgeous sun porch. It was a safe place 
to talk things over because Trudie’s mother lives abroad or 
somewhere and there was no one to spy on us. Never in my 
life had I seen our bunch so glum. More of them kept 
dropping in when they heard where we were until practically 
the whole crowd was there. 

It was Dora MacMahon who asked whether the West Enders 
were in on all this business. I like the MacMahon girls most 
of the time but they do give us a pain with their old May- 
flower ancestor line. Somebody said that the West End was 
in. Their cars had disappeared also. I must explain about 
the West End. The kids down there are perfectly all right 
of course but they are not the club crowd. Their fathers are 
grocers and butchers and that sort of thing. I knew several 
of them at high school. 

We grouched around for awhile longer. Finally I said, 
“Don't tell me that nobody has any liquor. They have hid 
it, that’s all. Talk about biting off your nose to spite your 
face. They patronized Travelli just the way we did.” 

Somebody said, ‘Yeah, but parents love to be martyrs. 
They get a kick out of being self sacrificing reformers.” 

And Angyl said, “Why they are treating us just like babies, 
taking everything away from us. If they think we are just 
going to sit back and sniffle—” 

Just then Calvin Thompson had an idea. “Listen,” he said. 
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ur parents left us with no cars to ride in, no party 
They had othes to cover us. But we invented desert 
“They hi eS ass 

island costumes, shredded skirts and waists for the 


meetings, didn't they? Why 
can’t we have one too? Let's 
see, we can call it—”’ 

“S. P.C. Y. G.” Bertie put in. “Society For the Prevention 
of Cruelty to the Younger Generation.” 

Everybody cheered of course. Trudie got out pencils and 
paper and we began to make the plans that turned Dundee 
into a battlefield and finally got all our pictures in the papers. 

Calvin's committee list looked like this. 

1. Committee on booze: Jimsy and Editha. Duty: Look 
for what's hid. Find new bootlegger. Learn how to make it. 

2. Transportation: Ted and Marion. Duty: Look for car 
wheels. If cannot find report on other means of locomotion. 

3. Jazz: Bertie and Angyl 

4. Games of Chance: Alvin T. and Trudie 

5. Committee on Pure Devilishment: Calvin T. and Dora 

Then we made a list of all the T. Y. G. in town, West End 
and everywhere. We went up 
one street and down another 
And we put every single soul 
on a committee. Just before 
we broke up Ted Lane thought 
up a name for our parents. F 
R. O. G. he decided to call 
them Fearfully Ridiculous 
Older Generation. So the war 
between the Tygs and the 
Frogs was on 

Mother was very talky at 
lunch. She is always talky 
when she is scared. I could 
see that she was wondering 
what on earth we were going 
to do. Bertie and I just ate 
and never said a word we did 
not have to. It was really sort 
of funny. 

Right after lunch Bertie 
went off somewhere and Ted 


came to make plans about our 

committee transportation her 
We decided to call our com- ; darli b 
mittee together right away and — ae 
of course to do that we had J¥5° the same | 
to walk. The first five were had to inform her 
from. our own bunch. Then _ that she belonged 
came Judith, the minister's to the FROGS 


daughter and two West Enders. 
The last house was the old 


sirls, running trunks and sunburn for the boys Rate 
girls, running trunks and sunburn for the boy O’Brien shack. According to 


our list they had a son Jerry 
I was hot and tired by this time and so was everybody else 
who had walked from our part of Dundee way down . there 
to the railway tracks. I was leaning against the wobbly 
fence wishing that nobody had ever thought of this silly 
committee business, when suddenly all my fatigue was 
gone. 

I shut my eyes and opened them again to be sure that 
what I saw was real. In the door of a shed, dressed in 
ragged overalls and a pair of sneakers was the best looking 
six foot he-man I ever saw. He came over to the fence and 
scowled at us and said, “Whacha want?” 

Ted told him and at first he just kept on scowling. Then 
he threw back his head and laughed. 

“That’s the best idea I ever heard of,” he said. “Come 
on in.” He pushed the gate 
but it would not open so he 
lifted it off the hinge. Then 
he walked over to a big tree 
and I know that every girl 
there was watching the muscles 
ripple under his brown skin 
“Have chairs,’ he said and 
flopped on the grass. 

There was a pause. West 
Enders are not expected to be 
so at ease. Then Ted said 
rather grumpily, “Well, come 
on, sit down. If this is a com- 
mittee let’s be one. We have 
to have cars, or something for 
that dance at Lakeside Satur- 
day. Get busy now and think 
of something.” 

At first we did nothing but 
grouch, everybody telling his 
own individua! troubles. Even 
Hank and Pansy got up cour- 
age to say a word. Finally 


j >. this Jerry O’Brien said, “You 

play this wrong. Why not 
J pretend we like desert islands? 
; \ That'll take the wind out of 
ban their sails.” I tried my best 
not to look at him. He had 
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the bluest eyes and the blackest lashes and the whitest teeth 
I ever saw. “I betcha there’s a lot of kick in a desert island,” 
he went on. “Ought to wear skins and grass skirts and act 
like—say, it could be a wow.” 

Everybody saw the point right away. Afterward Ted tried 
to give out that the whole thing was his idea which is what 
Ted would do. It made me mad but probably nobody believed 
him anyway. 

From that minute we quit grouching and got down to brass 


We borrowed tools from the yard man and while Jerry 
tinkered with the bike, we arranged to go swimming and 
dated for the Lakeside dance. When he left I lay in the 
hammock for a while. There was a new book on the table 
beside it but why bother to read novels when you can live one? 

I was nearly asleep when Bertie burst in all excited. It 
seems he had gone with Jimsy on a booze hunt and they had 
run into old man Thompson just as they were crawling out of 
his cellar. He gave them the devil so they figured that he must 


tacks. We detailed some to look for the car 

wheels though the chance of finding any was 

slim. As for the Lakeside dance there were % > 7 

three possible ways of getting there. We could imsy 

steal the delivery trucks or get a hay wagon from a , went goofy a 

a farmer uncle of Judith’s, or walk the ten Bot began swallow- 

miles. J, ing the lake. 
When the meeting broke up of course Judith a\ “fCiquor!’’ he 

turned the sex-appeal full force on Jerry but relled. ‘“Gee! 

PI Jerry =. >| yelled. ‘‘Gee! 


he never even saw her. Instead he took hold 
of my elbow as I was going out the gate and 
said, “It’s too hot to walk. You wait a minute 
and I'll take you home.” 

“Wheelbarrow?” Ted inquired. Poor old Ted 
was sore because he likes to be the center of 
an admiring group of females himself. But 
Jerry just grinned and said, “On desert islands 
the most resourceful male gets the prize.” My 
heart pounded so I was afraid it would burst. 


E WENT over to the old shed and in two 

seconds came out with a red jersey added 
to his costume. He was trundling a bicycle 
that looked as if it might fall to pieces any 
minute. Everybody yelled but he never cracked 
a smile as he slung a folded blanket over the 
handle bars. A woman came rushing up then, 
all out of breath and fluttery. “Jerry, what 
are you doing? Isn't this little Miss Tullis and 
the young Mister Lane? I am so pleased to 
meet you. Jerry, ask your friends in why don't 
you?” 

Jerry muttered something about some other 
time. He boosted me up on the handle bars 
and off we went while the others cheered. ‘Don’t 
mind my poor stepmother,” he said. “She’s a 
sneb but she means well. I hope this museum 
piece holds together a few minutes.” 

It must be a mile or more from Jerry's house 
to ours and we had some ride. Everybody stared 
at us. Once a dog got in the way and another 
time we just missed Odorono, the colored wash 
lacy, at a corner where there was a hedge. She 
turned three shades lighter and 
threw the basket of wash she was 
carrying over the hedge. A _ block 
from home we met the garbage man 
with a full cart. His horse ran away 
when he saw us and Jerry said the 
horse was spoofing because he cer- 
tainly was old enough to remember 
bicycies. 

Mother was standing on the ter- 
race as we came through the gate. 
We had executed a perfect turn and 
Jerry was saying, “Here we are, safe 
and sound,’ when something hap- 
pened. Jerry landed on one ear and 
I turned a complete somersault and 
sat down very hard in the petunia 
bed. 

Even after that I remembered my 
manners sufficiently to say, ‘Mother, ~ 
may I present Mr. Jerry O’Brien?” 

Jerry reached for his cap but it was not there so he saluted 
instead. Mother gave a little jerky nod and beat a hasty 
retreat. We sat in the petunia bed and laughed. 

“I’m going to have a house like this some day,” Jerry 
said. “No, not quite like it. I'll have a conservatory?” 

I said I would rather have a swimming pool. 

“All right,” Jerry said, “we'll have both.” 


73 


Ghis water is 
made of rum” 


have some. They were going 

to watch that night because 

he would probably try to 

move it. 

: Al’s committec had invited 

a, . all those interested to a crap 
and poker party in a tumble- 
down barn. Bertie and I 
nearly had brain fever trying 
to figure out how they would 
manage it. Nobody had any 
money left over. We never 
did have. And how can you 
gamble without money? 

As for Bertie’s own commit- 
tee he was all gloomed up. If 
you cannot get jazz from the 
air and have no money to buy 
records or hire an orchestra 
what is there to do? Bertie 
thought Calvin’s committee on 

pure devilishment was also stuck. When asked about their 
plans they only looked owlish. Stalling, of course! It is 
terribly hard to think of something devilish if you just have 
to sit down and do it. 

When Bertie and I arrived at the crap party it was nearly 
nine o'clock. There is no street light near the old barn and 
apparently there was no light inside [Continued on page 93] 
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eMadge explains it isn’t the months 
of marriage that bore her. It’s the 
yeahs and yeahs 

Madge Bellam 


Christ 
GPRANCES: Why do you men 
find yourself in this situation? 


Rossy: Ghe wages of gin, 
gal, the wages of gin 


When three girls 
create a big 
splash for a 
man’s attention, 
} 
can it be called a 
broad hint? 


a 
Fred: Where would 
you like to go, eMiss? 
CMARY FANE: Any- 
where, except don't 
drive me to distraction 
Mary Jane Temp 
Fred r Fox 
“Dorothy “Devore, while 


pursues her career, is on the 
lookout for some fresh heir 


Educational 
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Josephine Dunn while 
playing the lead in “Excess 
SRaggage’’ hopes to live up 

to all sexpectations 
M-G-M 


Johnny Arthur—-Educational 


Girts: Johnny, will you come 7 
to the sewing bee with us? 
> Jounny: I refuse to be stung 


a by that last ruse of summer? 


Estelle’s steed 
claims she’s put- 
ting on the dog 
but €stelle doesn’t 
care because he’s 
just lion 


Estelle Bradley— 
Educational 


“Dorothy Coburn 
shows Stan Laurel 
her motto forall girls 
on the fairway— 


they shall not pash 


M-G-M 


William Glaines says he be- 

came a bootblack so that he 

could take a shine to any girl 
M-G-M 


A 
= ‘ 
| 
j 
er 
— 


Vera says Billy is all wet but Pilly declares it takes sand to get any place 


A girl like Sally “Phipps 
in a bathing suit of pongee 
with bandeau, coat and 
parasol to match is one 
reason why water waves 


Fox 


cAmerican evolution, those sweet young things who stow away 
their fur coats to replace them with a coat of tan—know all 
about the charm value of light and shade. :§o don’t believe that 
they carry paras rls 


Vera imap Billy I v—( 


beware of the “Parasol ‘Peril. daughters of the 


to preserve their schoolgirl skins. Ghey ; 
really carry sunshades so that they can shadow their men 


DRancy Carroll instead of hiding her light un- 


der a bushel, hides her date under an umbrella 


Nancy Ca 4rthur Stone—Fox 


One fair “Day in Folly- 


wood is eACarceline. 

matter how her coat is 

checkered, her face is never 
sun-kissed 


M-G-M 
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The 
IMPROVED 
1 KOTEX 


scientifically de- 
odorizes by a new 
patented process* 


OMEN are constantly aware that they 

may be offending others at certain 
times. Make-shift means of meeting this 
problem are seldom effective. Now, through 
a newly developed process, Kotex thor- 
oughly, safely deodorizes to end this worry 
completely. Ten whole layers of filler are 
treated to neutralize all odor. An old social 
fear is ended. 

The new cut-to-fit shape 

Then, too, there is often the thought that 
bulky outlines may make one conspicuous. 
Because corners of the new Kotex pad are 
rounded and tapered, there is no longer any 
self-consciousness in this regard. Any frock, 
however filmy or clinging, keeps its smooth 
lines. 

Of course, added physical comfort comes 
with these changes. The extra softness 
means no chafing, means gentler protection. 

Women like the fact that they can adjust 
Kotex filler—add or remove layers as needed. 
And they like all the other special advan- 
tages, none of which has been altered: pro- 
tective area is just as large; absorption quick 
and thorough; it is so easy to dispose of. 

Buy a box today and you will realize why 
doctors and nurses endorse it so heartily— 
45c for a box of twelve. On sale at all drug, 
dry goods and department stores; supplied, 
also, in rest-rooms by West Disinfecting Co. 
Kotex Company, 180 N. Michigan Avenue, 
Chicago, Illinois. 


* Kotex is the only sanitary 
napkin that deodorizes with 
scientific accuracy. Exclu- 
sive deodorizing process is 
protected by U. S. Patent 
1,670,587. 


To end all fear of offending others | 
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familiar phrase, “You can't never tell!” 

And it became a byword for a while, 
and was bandied knowingly about from 
painted lip to unshorn lips. “You can’t 
never tell!” 

Harriet left s« hool, of course, and stayed 
in the semiseclusion of the house with 
Aunt Aiken chuckling around at her like 
an evil bird. 

Jim got a furnished room and a job. 

He made good most crashingly. The high 
energy release and ingenuity which had 
made him a black sheep in the high school 
gang were by some psychological alchemy 
transformed into the very qualities neces- 


sary tor his success His boldness became 
n iron aggressiveness; his sneer a grim, de- 
termined business smile; his hard-boiled- 


ness an impenetrable self-assurance which 
caused “uppitty” office boys to quail and busy 
buyers to listen. He sold goods until the 
sales manager sent for him, because, he 
said, he just wanted to look at him. 

Once a week Jim came to see his wife. 
He always went home before ten o'clock, 
for he and Harriet agreed that while he 
was working so hard he should go to bed 
early. And he did! Every night! 


THER changes came about in him. He 

lost his dark eye-circles completely. He 
looked well in his trim, quiet, business suit. 
As he would sit in the easy chair across 
irom her, talking sparingly of this sale or 
that and the funny things that happened on 
the street car, Harriet would find herself 
loving him so much that the room and all 
its furniture would disappear, leaving noth- 
ing in the whole world except Jim’s face 
and eyes and voice as he sat there and 
talked and did not often look at her. 

At the end of six weeks he had made 
enough money to pay a month’s rent on a 
bungalow which was tiny but had a little 
garden and a swing. Harriet went over to 
fix things up 

Harriet loved to fix things up. She hung 
the curtains as though they were triumphal 
banners. But as she delved in dark earth 
at the flower box, that claim of thought 
which she had been trying frantically to 
suppress ever since the unreal night she 
married him, broke out finally and faced 
her like a cold gray ghost. It stalked at 
her side as she moved about the cheery lit- 
tle house; it hovered with its cold breath 
on her face as she stood at the spotless sink 
and washed the sweet earth from her fingers. 

“Living with a man who doesn’t love 
me!” It followed her like the tune you 
danced to the night you lost the only one 
you ever loved. “Living with a man—” 
She ran out into their square green back- 
yard, with its neat trash bin and white 
cement walk, but it followed her out there. 

She went back into the Louse, sat down 
on the kitchen stool and tried to think 
things out Ii she had ever been in love 
before she would have known how futile 
i procedure that was—think.ng. 

She asked herself if she could make Jim 
happier and could be a help to him by 
going ahead now and living with him. 
Well, she was a good little cook, she could 
see that he was nourished properly, which 
meant more toward happiness and success 
than any man would admit; and she could 
sew on buttons and keep him neat and 
trim She could make their bungalow 
homey and restful for him to come home 
to at night. She could be so very, very 
economical that all these things would cost 
him next to nothing. He could save 
money. She could 

The desire to do things for jim was so 


Eyes of Youth 


[Continued from page 60] 


strong in her that she could not sit still, 
she must continue to fix things up around 
the house although everything was already 
hxed up. 

When Jim came home at six o’clock Har- 
riet was cooking supper. 

“Hello!” he called. 

“Hello,” she answered, without coming 
out of the kitchen. 

They ate supper facing each other across 
their red lacquer breakfast table, which was 
so tiny that they were really very close 
together. Once their hands brushed, as Har- 
riet poured his coffee, and for a little while 
she could not see. She fought to keep from 
trembling. 

Jim praised her cooking and she had 
never heard him laugh so much. “He's try- 
ing so hard to be nice to me!” she told 
herself, and the words tasted bitter. 

After supper she washed the dishes and 
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Jim, comically domestic in a dainty blue 
apron, dried them, talking constantly. 

It was the ordinary, pleasant quietness 
of the evening that made it doubly terrible 
for Harriet. It was like an infernal ma- 
chine dressed to look like a nice little box 
of candy. 

Presently, between Jim’s jokes and laugh- 
ter, sudden bottomless silences developed. 
They grew longer and more _ frequent, 
ghastly __ intervals. During one, Jim 
dropped the largest platter. It crashed on 
the hard floor like the coming of doom, 
flinging its jangling fragments all over the 
kitchen, under the sink, behind the stove. 

It was then Harriet saw that Jim, too, 
was nearly frantic. 

In a moment they stooped, without a 
word or a glance at each other, and began 
to pick up the pieces. The task took them 
more than two minutes. They overlooked 
many of the pieces. 

When all the work in the kitchen was 
done, sink scrubbed shining, dish mop 
squeezed, hands dried, aprons taken off and 
hung up, Harriet’s heart seemed to stop 
beating. They turned out the light in the 
kitchen and walked into their living room 
together. 

The most profound moment in a woman’s 
life had come to Harriet, the moment that 
is either the most beautiful or the most 
awful. 

For Harriet, then, it was the most awful. 
It was not at all a question of giving her- 
self toa man. There was no room for fool- 
ish phobias in her healthy young body and 
her love was such that she could have cut 
herself to pieces for Jim but when he didn’t 
want her, didn’t even begin to love her, 
hardly knew her, was bound to her by only 
the mockery of a ceremony. And she knew 
that to live with Jim without Jim would 
be for her a torture beyond the dreams 
of Dante. 

In the endlessness of that awful moment 
as she stood silently beside him in their 
living room, she visualized Jim with blan- 
kets and a pillow on the davenport, she in 
the bedroom peeking out of the door in her 
pajamas. “Good night, Jim.” “Good night, 
Harriet.” A closed door between them when 
she loved him so! 

And life without him meant— She knew 
how long and sharp the gleaming butcher 
knife in the kitchen table drawer was. She 
made an involuntary start toward the 
kitchen. But no! That would throw 
suspicion on Jim and might possibly make 
him a little sad. 

There was only one thing left, flight, and 
disappearance. A place where the fisher- 
men would be sure to find her, so that Jim 
would know he was free. 


HE ran to the clothes tree, snatched her 

cape and hat. She turned. Then she 
screamed for Jim was standing with his 
back to the door, his arms spread out, 
blocking her escape. His eyes were blazing, 
fists clenched. They had said terrible 
things about him at school. She had called 
them lies. It seemed they weren’t! He 
sprang forward and grabbed her, his arms 
like steel, his face close to hers. She could 
not struggle. She closed her eyes and kept 
saying to herself. “I’m dead. I’m dead. 
It doesn’t matter, because I’m dead al- 
ready.” Her knees sagged, but the strength 
of his embrace kept her on her feet. 

His words were raining on her. Wérds! 
Words! What did words matter? If she 
had only killed herself before she had done 
this thing to Jim. After she had made a 
man of him, but before her married 


propinquity had brought to life his con- 
quered devils. But what was he saying? 
“Harriet, Harriet, I know why you're 
running away. You're afraid of me. I 
can’t blame you I've been afraid you 


would be. You hardly know me, and you 
can’t possibly love me the least little bit 
But I want to tell you one thing. I love 
you! I've loved you and loved you till I'm 
not made of anything but love for you. 
I've loved you ever since one day at school 
a year ago, when I saw you standing all by 
yourself at a window, and the sunshine fell 
across your face in a way that made me 
feel like getting down on my knees before 
you and praying. I've loved you ever since 
then, every minute! 

“I didn’t dare speak to you at school on 
account of my bad reputation. The gang 
would have seen us together and might have 
said things about you. But, Harriet, dearest, 
I've walked close behind you in the halls 
just to look at you and to breathe the 
same air you breathed. I've hung around 
the girls’ entrance to watch you go in and 
out, till that’s how I got half my bad repu- 
tation. 

“And since I thought I'd never, never 
get a chance even to speak to you, I kept 
on being tough and saying, ‘Yes,’ whenever 
some one made up a new story about me. 
Then one day I was sitting watching you 
in the cafeteria—gosh, the noon periods I’ve 
spent stealing looks at you till I didn’t 
know what I was eating—and your face was 
so dreary and wonderful that I was afraid 
you were in love with some fellow. I knew 
no matter who he was he couldn't be hali 
good enough for you, so I swore to myself 
that I'd climb up out of the mud till I was 
fit to speak to you. 


“THAT day in the hall when you stepped 

out of a doorway in front of me—you've 
probably forgotten it but I haven't! Right 
then, Harriet, I wanted to grab you and 
kiss you so bad I was almost crying, but 
I knew if I did I'd be spoiling my chances 
with you forever. 

“And now you're running away from me, 
atraid that just because you're married to 
me I'll hurt you, or frighten you. Harriet, 
most wonderiul, I love you so darn’ hard if 
you'll stay I won't lay a finger on you. I 
swear I won't! Just worshipping you 
will be enough to make me the happiest 
man in the world. I'll buy you a great big 
lock for your door at night. Sweetest girl 
in all creation, I'm telling you I love you! 
Now tell me you don’t hate me, tell me that 
you'll stay!” 

The pink came back into Harriet’s cheeks. 
Slowly her eyelids rose, like night lifting to 
show the dawn beyond. She looked deep 
into Jim’s great molten eyes as he held her 
close, and she saw that the truth was some- 
thing beyond even his words. Her moment, 
which had started out so awfully, became a 
wondrous thing. 

And in that little time which was so 
long, the girl became the woman. Being 
woman, she had guile. She seemed to hesi- 
tate before she went slowly back to the 
clothes tree and hung up her hat and cape. 

“Jim,” she said very softly and hesitantly, 
like a bashful little girl, “I guess I don’t 


hate you, and you needn’t buy any locks 


unless you want to, but if I stay, will you 
be good to me?” 

“Good to you?” he cried, and choked up 
so that he could not go on. 

“Will you promise to keep away from the 
old gang at school, and not to be cross 
with me when you're tired, and to wipe the 
dishes every time I ask you to? ’Cause, 
if you promise me those things,” her voice 
and her eyes dropped shyly, “I guess maybe 
I'll stay.” 

But Jim was already down on his knees 
before her, sobbing great hot tears of blind | 
mad joy. 


French Women Laug 
at Gray Hair 


Now test free world’s safest way 


— 


single lock of your 
hair to see what it 


fear of results. 


You try it first on a 2 Then simply comb 

this water-like liquid 
through 
does. Thus have no Clean ...safe. Takes 
7 or 8 minutes. 


Arrange hair and 
watch color gradu- 
ally creep back. Res- 
toration will be per- 
fect and complete. 


your hair. 


I bring back sparkling color — youthful 
lustre. Fading disappears and in its place 
is a glorious head of hair that makes you 
look years younger. Send coupon below 


for a test that will amaze you. 


RENCH women say gray hair 
means age and they laugh at those 
that have it. In France one is young. 
Now gray hair is proved unnecessary. 
At last a way to end it is found that 
specialists and doctors vouch is abso- 
lutely safe. A way that removes the 
faded streaks and brings back original 
shade to the grayest parts; that makes 
the hair live looking and _ lustrous, 
youthful and gleaming; that does not 
make the hair difficult to wave—that is 
not noticeable as are crude dyes. 
Many Broadway stars will risk no 
ether way—also 3,000,000 women. And 
all agree it is modern beauty science’s 
most amazing invention. 


The simplest way — 
also safest 


Hair fades and turns gray when natural 
color pigment is lacking. So science by 
a clinical laboratory method supplies a 
liquid containing certain necessary ele- 
ments that take its place—hence gives 
natural shade. The formula is called 
Mary T. Goldman’s Hair Color Re- 
storer after its woman discoverer. 
Simply dampen a comb in this amaz- 
ing liquid—clear and colorless as water 
—then run it through the hair. That’s 
all. In 10 minutes you are through. 


Touch only certain parts or the en- 


Goldinany 
Flair Color Restorer 


Used by over 3,000,000 American women 
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tire head, it makes no difference. You 
can almost see the natural color creep 
back, so quickly does it do its work. 
Streaks disappear ... gray vanishes. 

If auburn, your hair reverts to auburn. 
If black, black it will be. Tests under 
observation of world’s scientists prove 
this true. 

No need now for crude, messy dyes 
judged dangerous to hair. They are 
noticed by your friends. This way de- 
fies detection. Nothing to wash off. 


Test it free 
Please test it by sending coupon for 
free test. Thus take no chances. Which 
is the safe thing to do. 

Or go to your nearest drug store and 
get a bottle. A few cents’ worth is 
sufficient to restore your hair com- 
pletely. If not delighted, your money 
will be returned. 


Mary T. Goldman. 151-LGoldman Bidg., St. Paul, Minn. 
Check color: Black.. ..dark brown.... ....medium 
brown auburn (dark red)..... light brown....... 
light auburn...... blonde...... (Print name) 
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Very White Teeth Catty Kitty and Her Boy Friends 


STILL... 


Ignoring the teeth and attacking 
the gums, the disease of neglect 
(Pyorrhea) takes its tolls in health. 
And 4 persons out of 5 after forty 
and thousands younger pay its high 
price. 

Forget these odds and start using 
the dentifrice that does all you can 
expect of an ordinary toothpaste 
and in addition protects you against 
this dread foe. 

Morning and night, daily, brush 
teeth and gums with Forhan’s for 
the Gums. It helps to clean teeth 
white and keep gums firm and 
healthy. As you know, Pyorrhea 
seldom attacks healthy gums. 

Get a tube of Forhan’s from your 
druggist—today ... 35c and 60c. 


Formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D. S. 
Forhan Company, New York 


h 
Forhan’s 


YOUR TEETH ARE ONLY AS HEALTHY AS YOUR GUMS 


QUICK, EASY 


ED BOOK. 


NATIONAL SCHOOL OF INTERIOR DECORATION, Dept 109 
119 W. S7th Street York City 


ountin 
“THE CONTROL OF BUSINESS 


Accountants command big income, 
Thousands needed. About 9,000 Cer- 
tified Public Accountants in U.S 
Many earn $5,000 to $20,000. We 
train you thoroly at home jin your 
spare time for C. P. A. examina- 
tions or executive acccunting 
positions. Previous bookkeep- 
ing knowledge unnecessary— 
we prepare you from ground 
up. Our training is super- 
vised by Wm. B. Castenholz, A ‘ 
C. P. A., assisted by staff of C 
Low cost—easy terms. W 


now for valuable 64 page 


book free. 
LaSalle Extension Unicersity, Dept. $50-H Chicago 


[Continued from page 15] 


“HONest, I don’t Kitty! You know what 
I think of you. I think you're the most 
attractive girl I've ever met—I—” 

“LISten, Ransom,” said Kitty, cuddling 
intimately “Would you be TERribly 
WRATHY with me if I had supper with 
Tony SPEED at the party? I told him 
I'd have to ASK you because you'd invited 
me to GO with you and all, my dear, but 
you ACTually didn’t ask me for SUPper, 
you know. And by that time you'll be 
DYing to get RID of me, so I told Tony 
I'd have supper with him, I mean, because 
he’s only up here for the week end and I 
won't have another chance to SEE him and 
I HONestly think I eught to have SUPper 
with him because I mean he came all the 
way from BALtimore, my dear, just to SEE 
me, do you know what I mean?” 

“Sure, that’s all right, Kitty. Only I 
thought you understood I expected to have 
supper with you. But it’s all right about 
your having it with Tony if you want to.” 

“My dear, I'd HEAPS rather have it 
with YOU, only I've simply GOT to be 
POLite to TOny, my dear, because I mean 
I've simply GOT to be DECent to him after 
he’s come all the way from BALtimore just 
to SEE me and all!” 

“Oh, sure,” said Ransom, glumly. 
all right, Kitty.” 


“That's 


HE party at the country club was in 

full swing when they arrived. Kitty had 
barely time to remark twice more that 
Ransom would be stuck with her all evening 
before Pete Blare cut in. 

“My dear, you'll have me on your 
HANDS all EVENing!” warned Kitty as 


| the masterful Blare whirled her away but 


that Kitty was there, 


the news had spread through the stag line 
and Pete was almost 


| instantly superseded by another youth who, 


}in turn, 


This Book 


had to relinquish his prize to a 
third. To each of them Kitty remarked 
she hoped he wouldn't mind being stuck 
with her all evening. And each assured 
her he dared not hope for so sweet a 
destiny. 

Ransom, meanwhile, had been polite and 
agreed to cut in on somebody's sister who 
was an awfully sweet girl but didn’t know 
many men. Ransom saw why the minute 
he met her. She was one of those un- 
fortunately heavy girls who are cruelly re- 
ferred to in the collegiate vernacular as 
dreadnaughts. 

Tony Speed found Kitty and cut in. 
Ransom, talking mechanically to the dread- 
naught, watched Kitty and Tony unhappily. 
Kitty had said she felt in duty bound to 
be polite and decent to Tony reflected 
Ransom bitterly but she wasn’t stopping at 
that. Her attitude indicated she was being 
affectionate. Tony was one of those un- 
canny dancers who can twirl a girl in a 
corner with a proprietary gesture that dis- 
courages cutting in. Undisturbed, he and 
Kitty danced gracefully, then during a 
pause in the music disappeared on to the 


| dimly lit veranda to sit out. 


Round and round labored Ransom with 
the dreadnaught, a prey to horrible sus- 
picions. Came supper and no brother to 
relieve him of his partner. Kitty and Tony 
were still on the porch. When the music 
recommenced after the intermission the 


| dreadnaught said she guessed she'd better 


be going home and if Ransom could find 


| her brother— 


Five minutes before the party ended Kitty 
and Tony reappeared. Ransom cut in 
immediately. 

“RANsom !” said Kitty accusingly. “Where 
on EARTH have you BEEN? ACTually 
I've NEVer seen anybody so RUDE in my 
LIFE! You simply aBANdoned me to my 
FATE without a QUALM! I was stuck for 
HOURS with TOny and I was ACTually 
emBARrassed to TEARS because I mean 
you PROMised FAITHfiully you'd look OUT 
for me and the MINute I GET here you 
simply aBANdon me and go off and give a 
VIOlent RUSH to some OTHer girl!” 

“Gosh, Kitty, I got in a jam. I told 
Tod Billings I'd cut in on—” 

“Now don’t try and crawl OUT of it, 
Ransom. I don’t BLAME you a BIT. 
She’s prob’ly TERribly alLURing, my dear 
but I think at LEAST you ought to have 
DANCED with me _  ocCASionally after 
BRINGing me to the PARTY and all! I 
mean I HONestly think you've been TER- 
ribly RUDE—I mean I ACTually DO!” 

“Oh, Kitty!” remonstrated Ransom miser- 
ably, “I couldn’t help it, honest. I got 
stuck with her and after that I looked 
everywhere for you but you werent 
dancing.” 

“Well, I ACTually thought you'd simply 
aBANdoned me and TONY was TERribly 
sweet and said he’d take me HOME but I 
felt simply emBARrassed to SOBS about it 
because I mean he had to arrange to get 
some OTHer boy to take home this other 
GIRL he’d BROUGHT, you see. GOSH, 
Ransom, I HONestly think you were TER- 
ribly inCONsiderate—I mean I ACTually 


Why, Kitty, what made you think I 
wasn’t going to take you home?” 

“Well, I didn’t see you for HOURS, my 
dear! I thought you’d GONE somewhere 
with this intriguing FEmale yeu were 
RUSHing. I simply HAD to get SOME 
one to take me home!” 


EE, all I’ve been trying to do all eve- 

ning is to get a dance with you, 
dear! I thought you’d GONE semewhere, 
Kitty,” said Ransom plaintively, “but that 
wet smack Tod Billings got me to cut in on 
his sister and then disappeared and I was 
stuck with her all evening.” 

“Oh, go on, Ransom You’re just a 
philanderer. You've ACTually WRECKED 
my FAITH in MAN and I’m SIMply 
SUNK about it—I mean I ACTually AM!” 

“Gee, Kitty, can’t I take you home? 
Honest, I looked everywhere for you just 
as soon as I got rid of that dreadnaught 
sister of Tod's!” 

“But RANsom! How CAN I go home 
with you NOW after I’ve told TOny HE 
could take me? I’m TERribly’ SORry 
about it but I ACTually thought you'd 
GONE or something when I didn’t SEE 
you for HOURS.” 

At that point Tony cut in again and a 
moment later the dance ended. 

“Nighty-NIGHT, Ransom,” said Kitty 
sweetly as she and Tony passed him on 
their way out of the club. “I think you've 
been FRIGHTfully RUDE and I don't 
spose I ought to forGIVE you but it’s 
PERfectly all RIGHT because TOny says 
he ACTually doesn’t mind a BIT taking 
me HOME so it’s PERfectly all RIGHT, 
Ransom, and I honestly forGIVE you for 
EV’rything—I mean I ACTually DO!” 


OW that Lloyd eMayer has introduced you to @atty Kitty and her 


boy friends you'll want to meet them often. 
see what happens when (Catty Kitty sits out a dance 


Next month you'll 
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Science and Marriage 


[Continued from page 57] 


maybe the ages were wrong. Maybe beauty 
is more than skin deep. The best thought 
today rates beauty very high as an in- 
dication of brains and character. 

“Beautiful but dumb,” may be good, 
catchy slang but it doesn’t mean anything. 
The superior, intelligent people are the beau- 
tiful people. It takes brains, as well as 
voice to make a great opera siagei She 
who aims at that height must not only 
learn to sing, she must learn several lan- 
guages and master the difficult art of acting. 
Could a dumb Dora do that? 

Does it seem likely then that the gift of 
great beauty which Geraldine Farrar has is 
just luck? Was it just luck that the wo- 
men who have lived in history were called 
beautiful by those who knew them? There 
was Queen Elizabeth of England; Madame 
de Sévigné, French letter writer; Josephine, 
wife of Napoleon; Mrs. Siddons, England’s 
greatest actress; Cleopatra, Egypt’s Queen, 
all great and all beautiful. Just luck? 


gee at the great actresses in America. 
Is the aristocratic beauty of Ethel Barry- 
more, Margaret Anglin, Maxine Elliot, Mrs. 
Fiske or Mary Garden just luck? Such 
stars of the pictures as Billie Dove and the 
Gish girls possess remarkable beauty. These 
women are idolized by millions. Yet their 
rise was not easy. They worked for their 
success and they succeeded because they had 
brains and used them. They did not in- 
herit the pedestals upon which they stand. 
Brains, genius, and hard work won them 
their places. 

In my recent .book, “The Next Age of 
Man,” I cited the results of mental tests 
given to some of the most beautiful girls 
appearing on Broadway. Here are some of 
the scores made by beauty: Marion Gillon 
of “Countess Maritza,” scored 159; Dorothy 
Wegman, Ziegield beauty, scored 166; 
Georgette Moore, of “Great Temptations,” 
scored 167; Kay English, another Ziegfeld 
girl, scored 168; Edith Davis, of “Naughty 
Riquette,” made the astounding average of 
184. This, probably, is a considerably 
higher mark than the average college pro- 
fessor would make. Thus these records show 
that the “silly chorus girl whose only asset 
is her beauty,” is in reality considerably 
above the average in brains and in her 
ability to use them. 

Should one marry then for beauty? Cer- 
tainly. It is probably the safest single bet 
nature has given to men for selecting a 
wife. Beauty implies as a rule so many 
other excellent things. You should make 
sure that, besides beauty, your proposed 
mate has the other attributes of health and 
character that you have a right to demand. 
But these are, as a rule, associated with 
beauty. 

But you may say that in spite of science 
and these tables that show you what to 
look for in the ideal husband or wife mar- 
riage is more or less of a gamble. There is 
some truth in this because two people can 
never be quite sure of themselves or of 
each other until after they have faced the 
strain of constant companionship. You may 
ask then if those who are interested in a 
better race of men and women are in favor 
of free love or companionate marriages? 

The answer is a decided, “No.” 

You must not forget that science is hard 
at work studying the basic laws of life. 
Some of these laws it believes it has dis- 
covered. And one of them is that monog- 
amous marriage is basically sound and as 
old as the human race. Biologists believe 
that they have unearthed facts that indicate 
that a normal woman is naturally most 


deeply interested in one man because only 
one man can be the father of her child. 
The maternal instinct thus naturally centers 
upon one man. If a woman has not felt 
this exclusive devotion to one man the 
normal woman feels it after she has borne 
him children. These children become the 
most important thing in her life and she 
looks to her man to protect them. This 
is a very strong law and instinct as old 
as nature. 

With a man the condition is quite differ- 
ent. At no time in the history of the race 
has the man’s sense of fatherhood been so 
keen and dominant as the woman’s sense of 
motherhood. As a result, when a young 
man marries, he may not be thinking of 
children at all. But if he is normal, when 


children come he will cherish them and} 


glorify the mother. I do not see how 
companionate marriage could alter these 
basic instincts in men and women. 

It is obvious that the race has survived 
because of woman’s overwhelming maternal 
instinct. Through the ages this instinct 
has been strengthened by the conditions of 
life. We are descendants of a primitive 
race who lived for battle and who survived 
only because of superior prowess and en- 
durance. The woman that primitive man 
chose as his mate had to love babies and 
bear babies. Had she not given her man 
sons to carry on his name and borne him 
daughters to perpetuate the clan she would 
have been driven forth from the cave home 
of her master. 

In short, all through the pages of history 
the childless woman has not found favor 
in the eyes of men. In this respect the 
situation has not yet changed to any great 
extent. Remember what our thousands of 
young people said in giving the details for an 
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Beauty 
for one evening 
— then decide 


Y this method. It requires but 30 min- 
utes. It is easy, pleasant, restful. Note 
the amazing results in your mirror. Listen 
to the compliments you get. Then you will 
realize how well it pays to appear at your 

| best for any eventful evening. 


| Apply Boncilla Clasmic Pack to the face _ 


and neck. Lie down and let it work. Feel it 
draw from the skin all that clogs or mars 
it—the dead skin, the hardened oil, the 
grime that causes blackheads. Feel it draw 
the blood to the skin to nourish and revive it. 


ideal mate? The four most important per- | 


centages for a husband were health, financial | 


success, love of children and appearance. 


In the ideal wife the demand for health, | 


you recall, was very high. And good health 
means the ability and probably the desire 
to bear children. 

It is upon this race old instinct that 
science builds in planning the marriages that 
will have an eye on the future. 


F COURSE too much stress cannot be 

laid upon health. I have just been 
stressing it as an indication that it will 
mean strong children. You will notice that 
both the young men and the girls put health 
at the top of their list in building up the 
ideal mate. But I have one warning to give 
you, or rather science has one warning to 
which you should pay heed in choosing a 
husband or wife. 

It is not only the health of the individual 
boy or girl that you must consider. No, 
that is not enough. You must consider 
the health of the father and mother, of the 
grandfathers and grandmothers. But the| 
love sick boy protests. 

“T am not marrying my girl’s father and | 
mother, her brothers and sisters, her uncles | 
and aunts.” 

“That is exactly what you are doing. | 
When you marry, you marry the inherited 
blood stream of the whole family,” science 
answers. 

Science now knows enough about the 
laws of heredity to feel sure that if there 
is any taint in the blood of that girl’s an- | 
cestors it may appear in her children or 
her children’s children. 

But there is more to-it than ee 
avoiding a bad blood strain. If you know 
yourself and your family and if you know 
the history of the girl’s family it will aid 


Then look when you wash it off. Note 
the radiant glow, the animated look, the 
clear, clean skin—you will hardly believe that 
so much beauty can be gained in 30 minutes. 


If little lines are forming, they will dis- 
appear. If muscles are sagging they will be- 
come firmer. If the skin is rough a softness 
like velvet will appear. 


Leading beauty experts the world over 
employ this Boncilla method, because sci- 
ence has found nothing to compare. 

Try it yourself—in your home. No girl 
or woman who omits it can ever look her 
best. No make-up can take the place of a 
clear, clean, radiant skin. That’s why mil- 
lions of women are nowemploying Boncilla. 


The coupon with 10 cents will bring a 
one-week test. Not of Boncilla only, but 
three other great beauty helps. All four for 
one dime—just to show you. Clip the 
coupon now. 


CLASMIC PACK 
ONE-WEEK TEST 


BONCILLA—Indianapolis, Ind. 

Mail me a one-week treatment of Boncilla 
with the three helps which go with it—four 
samples. I enclose a dime. 
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DY UME 
fT ORE than a million men 


and women, formerly vic- 
tims of excessive underarm per- 
spiration—its odor and destruc- 
tive stains—now keep their 
armpits dry and odorless by 
using NONSPI (an anti- 
septic liquid) used and 
endorsec. by physi- 
cians and nurses. 


You can keep your 
armpits dry and 

odorless you can 
save your clothing— 
you can free yourself 
from the embarrass- 
ment caused by 
underarm perspi- 
ration and its 
odor. A few drops 

of NONSPI used on 

an average of twice a 
week will keep your 
armpits dry and odorless. 


NONSPI, used and endorsed 
by physicians and nurses, 
does not actually stop per- 
spira destroys the 
odor and diverts the under- 
arm perspiration to other 
parts of the body where there 
ts better evaporation 


j 


tion — 


NONSPI will preserve that sense of clean- 
liness so essential to all well groomed 
men and women. NONSPI will keep your 
armpits dry, odorless and sweet. Use it 
the year around—spring, summer, fall 
and winter. 

Try NONSPI! Purchase a bottle 

from your Toilet Goods Dealer or 

Druggist for 50c (several months’ 

supply) or if you prefer 

Accept our 10c Trial Offer 
(several weeks’ supply) 


| The Nonspi Company For the enclosed 10¢ (coin 
| 2626 Walnut Street or stamps) send mea trial 
| Kansas City, Mo size bottle of NONSPI 
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How to have Lovely, 
Lustrous Hair ~always/ 


Does your hair ever seem dull to you— 


drab, lifeless? Have you not wished for 
something that would keep it looking 
prettier—richer in tone? 

The secret lies in proper shampooing! 
Not just soap-and-water “washings”, but 
regularuse ofashampoo that really 
beautifies—one that was created especially 
to improve dull hair and add that little 
something extra so often lacking. 

If you really wish to make your hair be- 
witchingly lovely—just one Golden Glint 
Shampoo will show you the way! No other 
shampoo, anywhere,like it. Does more than 
merely cleanse the hair. There’sa youth- 
imparting touch—a beauty specialist's 
secret initsformula. Millions use regularly. 
At your dealers’, or send 25ctoJ.W.Kobi 
Co., Dept. 18-I, 601 Rainier Ave., Seattle, 
Wash. Money back if not delighted. 


} music 


you greatly in predicting the health, beauty 
and intelligence of your future children. At 
this point an old law of nature comes to 
the aid of lovers. For example it would 
be absurd to suppose that nature would 
build up a talent such as, say, the love of 
or merely a leaning towards kindli- 
ness, and then make it unattractive and 
antagonistic to the opposite sex. 

That is why I said a while ago that the 
natural tendency for like to mate with like 
is highly scientific. That is why, in general, 
the marriage of very dissimilar people is un- 


| scientific. That is why the heiress should 
not marry her chauffeur. Science says that 
in such a union the chances are that both 


| 


the man and woman will be miserable. Ot 
course the man may be a chauffeur through 
mere force of temporary circumstances. But 
in that case, you see, he is not really a 
chauffeur at all. If he is a chauffeur be- 
cause being a chauffeur is natural to him, 
when he marries the heiress he has married 
a woman of dissimilar tastes, education and 
the like, and has probably barred himself 
trom happiness. 


- SUCH a match it is probable that the 
girl yielded to a purely physical attraction, 
aided and abetted by a uniform that sets 
off and accentuates the man’s virility. Quite 
likely the man was attracted by little delica- 
cies of manner to which he had not been 
accustomed, and furthermore he was dazzled 


by the condescension of this glorious being 
whom he had come to regard as a creature 
quite outside of his world. When she de- 


scended and stood at his side and made 
him understand that she was just a woman 
and had chosen him for her mate, it would 
hardly be expected that he would resist 
her appeal. 

So the heiress and the chauffeur wed. 
Almost immediately the light that never was 
on sea or land fades and the realization 
comes that each has married a stranger. 
The delicacies no longer captivate the man, 
he has become familiar with them though 
he does not understand them. In time he 
will even resent them. The girl sees her 
man when there is no uniform to dazzle. 
She also sees him leave his teaspoon in his 
cup and fail to rise when a lady enters the 
She may have smiled at these “ex- 
pressions of individuality” before marriage. 
Afterwards she sees them for what they are, 
boorishness and crudeness. Quarrels and 
misunderstandings wreck the happiness of 
which they had been so confident. 


room 


Like, you see, mated with unlike and 
misery and pain were the natural conse- 
quence. Science as well as human experi- 
ence could have told these young people 
with almost absolute certainty what the 
result would be. 

But don’t make the mistake of assuming 
that unlikes must never marry. 


There is a tendency for opposites to marry 


on one or two points which I had better 
mention. Dr. Davenport examined two 
hundred and thirty-six marriages as to 


temper and he found that no two people 
of high temper had married. Their lover’s 
quarrels probably destroyed the possibility 
of a union before they could reach the 
marriage altar. The high tempered man 
or woman probably will marry some one 
with a calm disposition. Four points of 
opposite tendencies are: cheerful as opposite 
to gloomy, excitable as opposite to phleg- 
matic. 


You will notice that these contrasts are 
all balancing emotional ones. The physical 
tendency for like to mate with like is 


shown by blue eyes marrying blue eyes and 
often one sees husbands and wives who 
look like brothers and sisters. 

What then does science propose to teach? 
Science proposes, through the simplified 
teaching of mankind to man, to aid the in- 
dividual in his ability to read human char- 
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acter. 
dren 
stand human nature better than ever before. 


From their early school days chil- 
are now learning to rate and under- 


The methods of rating are too complex 
to explain offhand. However it will in- 
terest you to know that many employment 
offices throughout the land, in factories and 
department stores where intelligence is 
valued, are using these tests to place their 
employees in the right departments. 

As young people learn to see each other 


more clearly and make their individual 
ratings more accurately, there will be, I 
think, less and less blindness in love and 


fewer unhappy marriages. Science says that 
in this matter of choosing mates everyone 
should look before he leaps. This does not 
mean that boys and girls will love less. It 
is the belief and hope of science that they 
will love more wisely when happily mated, 
and that their love will last longer. 

Some people pretend to see a danger for 
the race in this selective mating proposed 
by science. They suggest that such mar- 
riages will weaken the race. This is an 
unscientific attitude because it is not founded 
on fact. This selective mating of which we 
have been speaking has been going on in a 
way throughout all of recorded history. As 
a result of these selective matings, wise 
marriages have perpetuated, in many great 
families, the virtues and talents of the 
parents and have improved the human stock. 

The modern young girl who has her emo- 
tions under control in choosing a husband 
should remember four things. These four 
things she should hang up as guides along 
the road of matrimony and she should never 
forget them: 

First, the long life of the boy’s ancestors. 

Second, physical health and the likelihood 
that character will be associated with it. 

Third, intelligence 

Fourth, moral character. 

You modern young people have shown 
clearly that you have your own ideas about 
marriage. Your intelligence will tell you 
that your opinions and ideals can be edu- 
cated and trained. Education is a water- 
wing for one who has not learned to swim 
in the sea of matrimony. Many people 
imagine that when they get married they 
have seen the end of their troubles. Pos- 
sibly they have, but it is often the wrong 


end. 
N OST men boast that they select their 
wives. Most women are shrewd enough 
to allow their husbands to think this. But 
the woman, I think, more often than the 
man imagines does the steering towards the 
marriage altar. That is why she is so highly 
responsible and that is why she should study 
eugenics. Most men are married by some 


nice girl when they are not looking. All 
their lives they wonder how it happened 
that they had such good judgment. Really 
it was the other way about. When it 
comes to marriage women have the ad- 
vantage over mere men. There's a saying 


that, “Woman knows other women and also 
men, while men guess at women and take 
a sporting chance on men.” I rather be- 
lieve there is a good deal of truth in this. 

Young people, I think, are more serious 
now than ever before about marriage. I 
have lectured on heredity to thousands of 
college students. A company of young col- 
lege men said to me recently, “After learn- 
ing how strongly mental and moral character 
is inherited we boys now unconsciously learn 
about the families of the girls we meet.” 

Young people are many times less likely 
to become tangled up in the wrong love 
affair if they have trained their judgments 
on those different aspects of marriage. which 
occupy science. After all most marriages 
fail because the participants were poor 
judges of character which, science knows, 
is inclusive of all the other factors that go 
to the making of a happy marriage. 
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Do You Dress 
to Express Your Real Self? 


[Continued from page 69] 


woman who dares to be unusual and even 
daring in dress is the woman immediately 
pointed out by her more _ conventional 
sisters aS one possessing outstanding chic 
and personality Dress yourself. Don’t 
dress “fashionably.” 

Let us consider for a moment that you 
are a slip of a blonde, slight of figure and 
blue of eye. All your life you have been 
told you should wear pastels but you are 
a working girl and feel independent. You 
don’t think pastels look right on you and 
you ave right. They don’t. They fail you 
because becoming as they are to your color- 
ing they are wrong for your aura. They 
aren’t your emotionism. They do not ex- 
press you. Therefore, find the chic com- 
promise between the self you appear, the 
self you are and the self you want to be 
and dress it. 

This sounds more complicated than it is. 
Every girl on the motion picture screen 
understands its principle. Delightful in- 
dividualistic girls as they are, every screen 
star knows herself to be the embodiment of 
some characteristic. 

Take the orchid beauty of June Collyer 
for instance. She expresses a girlish buoy- 
ancy and an emotion of pleasure. Therefore 
she wears particularly well the flowing filmy 
type of dress which is in exactly that mood. 
Her dark hair and eyes give the dressmaker 
a wide range in choice of colors. Shades of 
blue are particularly becoming to her style 
of beauty. The soft, pastel shades are com- 
plimentary to Miss Collyer’s aura. 


with Lois Moran whose winsome- 
4 ness is only one of her charming char- 
acteristics the dress designer has an entirely 
different problem. She is the blonde type 
and vivid colors enhance her style of beauty. 
Miss Moran, herself, has very definite ideas 
about dress. She prefers simplicity in line 
and color and most of her dresses are all one 
color, either black, white or yellow. She 
does not like combinations of colors because 
they have a tendency away from simplicity. 

Miss Moran is not extravagant in her 
tastes. She believes in having a few out- 
fits suitable for everyday occasions In 
selecting the ensembles she is very careful 
to have hat, coat and accessories to match. 
This is a very important point to be con- 
sidered because the wrong hat may com- 
pletely destroy the effect of a very charm- 
ing gown. 

Piquant and vivacious Madge Bellamy is 
a delight to the dressmaker. Her many 
emotional moods give great scope of ex- 
pression through dress. She admits she feels 
very intensely the effect of dress. If I put 
her in a simple schoolgirl dress she con- 
fesses she could no more act the part of a 
frivolous, sophisticated woman than fly 
without an aeroplane. Not unlike Caruso, 
who in his biography said he never felt 
equal to a part until he was correctly cos- 
tumed, is Miss Bellamy, who is a typical 
example of how fi-ely the emotions are 
attuned with dress. She responds immedi- 
ately to color. Put a flaming red dress ‘n 
her and she immediately becomes vibrant. 
Clothed in black she takes on a more sober 
expression. Her type, which borders on the 
titian, is suitable to the more extreme lines 
of fashion. 

Nancy Drexel, another of the screen’s 
most promising youngsters, is the unsophis- 
ticated type who looks best in soft feminine 
dresses or in the sailor suit which was so 
popular for young girls a few years ago. 

Sally Phipps, the embodiment of all that 


a popular young girl should be, with spark- 
ling blue eyes and infectious smile, reacts 
to the simplest of materials. In the simple | 
organdie dresses or even gingham frocks she 
vibrates her open acceptance of the world 
and her eagerness to experience new sensa- 
tions which ig the heritage of every nine- 
teen-year-old girl. 

Thus, as these stars illustrate, your clothes 
should suit your figure, your complexion, | 
your mood and the occasion. The latter | 
is most important. In case you are invited 
to a reception of the usual informal char- 


If you are one of the seventeen 
people listed below we are hold- 
ing a prize contest check for you. 
“Please send us both your old and 
new address for identij.cation and 
we shall forward your check im- 
mediately. Is your name among 

| these? 

| 


| “We Have Money | 
| Gor You | 


“Pauline A. Gaulkner 
Alice “R. Overstreet 
eMarcia ?hampagne 
Zona L.. “Perkins 
Lecta Feolton 
Kathryn Kirkham 
Freda Ferguson 
©. Simerly 
“Betty (Casey 
eMay “Bacon 
Ethel Lee 
Jane Cagels 
Harold D. Gutchins 
Laura Bunker 

Helen Feolmes 

Lola eM. Clark 


Jessamine (ooke 


acter, it necessarily follows that the dress 
should be informal also. So you will wear} 
any dress in your wardrobe that is not 
severely tailored, a dress uniting both beauty 
and style without high collar or long tight | 
sleeves, or stiffness as in cloth, a dress typi- | 
fying informality. There should be in such | 
a frock an artistic carelessness of dress that 
is not rigid, either in line, fit or texture. 

It is not good taste for this informal 
dress to be in one of the high colors nor 
is it necessary that it be in one of the 
street shades; it should be a happy medium 
in either French blue, any of the ronge of 
soft browns, grays or blacks. 

The same type of dress might be worn 
with propriety at a church fair, a theater, 
or a luncheon or dinner. A hat is cus- 
tomarily worn with an informal frock of 
this type. In fact, the only time a hat is 
not worn when the costume is décolleté. 

A costume of this type is never tailored 
or rigid; it should be of a subtle careless- 


Remove 


cold cream 
the right way 


with these delightful cleansing 
tissues . . so dainty, so economical 


O you realize it’s extravagant to use 

towels for removing cold cream? Do 
you know old cloths are dangerous, because 
they rub dirt and germs back into the skin? 
As a matter of fact, towels—too—usually rub 
the cream in, instead of off. They aren’t ab- 
sorbent enough. 

Try Kleenex! It’s the new way, the approved 
way to absorb cream, make-up, dirt from the 
surface of the skin. It comes in soft, snowy- 
white, tissue-thin sheets. Y« u use it once, then 
discard it, with all the impurities that might 
mar the loveliness of your complexion. 

Beautiful actresses consier it the last word 
in make-up assets. Beauty experts use it in 
their shops and recommend it to patrons. 
Send right now for a generous trial package 
and discover the delights of Kleenex. 


Kleenex 


Kleenex Company, Lake-Michigan Building, 
Chicago, Ill. Please send sample of Kleenex to 


ness and the hat should correspond. It may | Name.................-.....-.c.ccecscccsseesecesescesesscsnseconnnssees 
be made either of soft straw, tulle, or any 

fabric, and should not be too large. A | 
tightly fitting turban should never be worn 

with a costume of this kind. 
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Pretty Eyes 
in a moment! 
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ent, in a second 


YOURS ecret—Delica- 

Brow ashe and br 
Delica-Brow is so easy t apply you mply 
: marvel at the transformation it makes 


appearance 
y ng, dark, and eeping 
leeper 
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Instantly 
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Delica~Brow 


w what beautif es you 
eally ha itil mu have us ed “Delica: Brow! 
Nothing ¢ the ame ef Ww want 

Delica ‘Brow to see how wor al it 
FREE one week ply 
Delica- Brew. is wa it will not n or 


at 


Delica Brow toda At all toilet good inters 
er t r send spon NOW for generous 


Kissproof tnc., Dept. 1326. 
3012 Avenue, Chicage, Il. 


Ger € Pr end me FREE ample 
er hf ne week { Delica-Brow. Also free 
booklet Clever Make-Up,"’ illustrated in colors 
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Address 
City and State 


P TTY ANKLES 
RE $5.77 
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IMMEDIATELY ff 


R. WALTER'S Special extrastron 
D Ankle Bands, will support anc 
shape the ankle and calf while reduc- 
them 


You t 

ank / 
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the day t g then extra beneat 
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Write for Dr. Walter's Special Walter’ 

An e | for 6. Pay by 

kore ey order (no cash) oF er ia 

pay postma n the 
Send Ankle and Calf measure to pois woe 

25 
DR. JEANNE S. S. WALTER years of 
389 Fifth Avenue New York reliability 
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HARFORD FROCKS, Inc. 


922 Noble Street, Indianapolis, Indiana 
Subsidiary of the famous REAL SILK HOSIERY MILLS 


| rough weaves, 


The young girl who is going to her first 
party should remember that all ornaments 
such as glass beads, bracelets, cheap rings, 
should be eliminated and simplicity should 


| be the rule of the costume. It is absolutely 


essential that her hair be dressed in a simple 
girlish manner, that her dress be neither too 
short nor too long. Pretty satin slippers 
and stockings to harmonize with her cos- 
tume will be chosen 


HEN you are in the 
clothes are appropriate—particularly if 
you are young. Jerseys, tweeds, cloths of 
all are good. For town, how- 


country, sport 


} ever, your suit or dress should not be of the 


| Or a one-piece frock of silk or wool. 


| costume, a one-piece 


| Shoes and put them away on trees 


sports type unless you are off for a country 
trip and then the early or late afternoon 
appearance in sports costume on the street 
is permissible 

If you are of the type of girl who spends 
week ends with friends in the country often 
enough to make it worth while, investment 
in a sports costume is practicable. If you 
have but one dinner dress have a pretty 
one with stockings and slippers of a har- 
monizing hue. The black dress so oiten 
recommended, if beautifully and simply 
made, is serviceable for most occasions 

For morning wear your frock, according 
to season, may be of simple wash materials 


When traveling wear a simple, smart, neat 
dress of either silk 
according to the time of year, semi- 
tailored, with coat to match or cape if it 
is becoming to you and the vogue permits. 
A veil may be worn if desired; 
should harmonize with the costume, a 
leather shoe being preferred by many people 
for wear with twills and cloths. Wear a 
rather heavy glove if it is spring or winter, 
in black, tan or a color to match your 
dress; silk, lisle or cotton in summer. Your 
bag, if you like, may harmonize with either 
shoes or hat. 

Your shoes, your coats, 
should be given attention. Do not neglect 
any of the accessories of your costume. 
Don’t throw your clothes down on chairs. 
Brush and put them carefully aw2y on 
hangers. Further, if you can do so, place 
them in a bag of some inexpensive material, 
Mend little rips or runs, repair trimmings 
whenever necessary. Brush your hat when 
you wear it. Smooth out your gloves and 
put them away in a box or case; clean your 
or stuff 


cloth, 


shoes 


your dress, all 


| the toes with soft paper. 

To emphasize what may be accomplished 
| by the exercise of persistent good taste in 
the acquiring of a fitting wardrobe let me 
quote the words of one of France's greatest 
artists in dress 

“I tell you that one of the best dressed 
women in Paris buys only three toilettes a 
vear. But these three are perfect in taste, 
in fit, in materials. They are made with 
rare skill of the choicest fabrics of their 
kind and they accord marvelously with the 
wearer. Then too this woman knows to a 
nicety how to put on her dresses, how to 
add just where it is wanted a corsage knot 
of blossoms, a piece of real old lace or a 
suitable jewel.” 

It is within the province of every woman 
or girl to do just what the Parisian lady 
does. Only she must use care and thought 
to her dress. She must not wear unbecom- 
ing colors just because they happened to be 
in fashion. 


The subject of becoming colors is one 
of endless interest to women. Every woman 
is her own artist and should study the 
colors of each season in relation to her own 
color of hair, eyes, and skin and make her 
own decision after much comparing. 

The blonde with blue eyes, pale face and 
light hair may wear practically any color 
although the soft shades are more becoming 
She should wear dark shades during the 
day, pastel shades at night. This type oi 
woman prefers delicate frocks with dainty 
trimmings. For evening wear she will select 
whites, grays and mauves. All pastel shades 
except perhaps yellow are good. 

The blonde with brown eyes, rosy cheeks 
could wear the same shades as her sister 
of the pale coloring but will probably avoid 
all shades of pink, red or cerise. The blonde 
with brown eyes and pale complexion should 
select shades a little stronger than the other 
blondes as shades too soft or delicate would 
emphasize her colorlessness. 


The brown-eyed woman with a good 


complexion may wear practically any color 
according to age, taste and occasion. Being 
not an extreme type herself she will do 


well to avoid extremes. 

The brunette with fair skin and blue eyes 
may wear all colors; the brunette with 
olive skin and brown eyes of the Oriental 
type may wear strong colors but she will 
avoid pastel shades, greens and_ yellows, 
unless it is strong emerald, apple green and 
canary yellow. For day wear she should 
avoid beige and tans. 

The red-haired woman with brown or 
blue eyes will be always at her best in 
black and dark blue for street wear. For 
aiternoon and evening wear all greens, in- 
cluding jade, are probably the best, also 
black and all shades of gold, copper and 
orange to blend with her hair. 

Finally use these rules as your guides. 


OU don’t have to be yourself to be well 

dressed. Ii you know yourself well enough 
you can be any girl you will. Clothes can 
be a disguise, a mask against the clever 
observer who would otherwise know more 
about you than you yourself know. 

You will be sophisticated in an old fash- 
ioned garden and demure in a modern art 
drawing room. You will wear dimity when 
dining with a capitalist and pearls with a 
poet. For within the bounds of good taste 
nothing is so potent as contrast. 

But always remember most girls dress 
what they want to be instead of what they 
are. Dress your faults and your good points 
will shine forth. Hide your too broad hips 
and let your slim waist stand forth un- 
hindered. Acknowledge your physical faults 
to yourself and no one else will ever see 
them. It is avoiding the facts that one is 
too thin or too tall or too short that makes 
for bad dressing. A frank acceptance of 
the situation will help you overcome it. 


Know yourself and you can be what 
you will. Will yourself to be a personality 
and dress accordingly. It is my experience 


in my motion picture work and in private 
dressmaking that women react definitely to 
dress. So my advice to the girl who would 
be attractive is to give extreme thought 
and care to her wardrobe. 

Remember that Eve had nothing but 
Adam until she gowned herself with a fig 
leaf. After that she had a lot of trouble 
but more attention and she became the 
First Lady of the Land. 


 — moonlight, tires singing on a mountain road,—then a crash 
and one of Glonolulu’s society husbands lay under an overturned car. A girl, 
not his wife, not a member of Glonolulu’s first families crawled out of the 


wreckage. 
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go out together he takes Carolyn window 
shopping, pointing out to her the things 
that he likes best but never offering to buy 
them. But if he sees something in a man’s 
shop that he likes for himself he gives her 
the money and sends her in to get it for 
him. 

One New Year’s Eve she told him that 
at twelve o'clock they were going to get 
married but he filled her up with plenty 
of gin cocktails and by twelve o'clock she 
had forgotten all about it. A week later 
she came to him with a marriage contract 
she had drawn up. It freed him of any 
obligation to support her and guaranteed 
him twenty-five a week as long as they 
lived together. He refused pointblank. “I 
told her,” he said, “that she couldn’t fool 
me into getting mixed up with her. I 
wasn’t born yesterday.” 


\ HEN he gets up in the morning he 

puts on a record the first thing. Then 
he and the record have a race to see if he 
can get through dressing before the record 
stops playing. If the record finishes first he 
takes his things off and starts over. This 
often makes him late for work, but he says 
it’s better than an alarm clock. 

Carolyn herself is the most perfect example 
of jazzmania at large in New York today. 
She has a brother in the theatrical pro- 
fession and one night when we were all 
beoked for a masquerade down in the 
Village, her brother stopped her on her way 
out and asked her what she was wearing. 
She had decided to go as Eve. Her brother 
sent her back to her room and told her to 
think up some other costume. So about an 
hour later Carolyn appeared in our midst 
very much out of humor and wearing a 
pair of baggy Turkish trousers down to her 
ankles. She said she felt conspicuous wear- 
ing so many clothes 

As hard boiled as they are, they often 
have strange moments of sentimentality. A 
boy proposed to a girl I know and she 
laughed at him. So he went to a friend’s 
apartment and jumped out of the window. 


Courage 


[Continued from page 51] 


is the end. They never come back. More 
girls than the world realizes have thus been 
trapped and are living in the bagnios of 
Buenos Aires today. 

Yet my suspicions might be wrong and 
it would be decidedly unfair to alarm this 
vibrant young creature with my fears and 
probably spoil an opportunity worth while. 
In the meantime I laid the case before a 
private detective agency, whose head was 
a friend of mine and in addition had a 
growing daughter. I told the girl to do 
nothing until she heard from me. Then I 
proceeded to make some investigations. 

The report from the detective agency was 
as I expected. The attentive gentleman was 
then living under an alias. His record was 
black. Two girls who had been friendly 
with him had disappeared from their homes 
and were never seen again although no 
evidence whatever could be found to im- 
plicate him. 

I sent for the young lady and with little 
formality placed.the report before her. As 
she read her mouth set in a grim straight 
line and it seemed to me she paled. 

Then she turned to me, “It will shock 
you I know, but I married him yesterday.” 


When they told her about it, all she said 
was that he should have stayed at home 
and done it there instead of making trouble 
for strangers. Yet I sat through a perform- 
ance of “Hit the Deck” with this same girl 
and saw tears come to her eyes at the way 
Charlie King handled the “Sometimes I’m 
Happy” lyrics. 

They glory in their new freedom. Well, 
so dé we in ours and it’s a darn’ sight older 
than theirs. We can’t see ourselves marry- 
ing just to turn into good providers so 
some fluffy headed nit-wit can sleep all 
morning, dance all night, and stop worry- 
ing about where her next pair of silk 
stockings is coming from. Old Aunt Matilda 
mayn’'t know a thing about George White’s 
five step but she makes a darn’ good cup 
of coffee. Why should we quit her for the 
doubtful joy of making our own and friend 
wife’s in the bargain? Marriage may be 
a partnership but it’s not just a dancing 
partnership. 

We know there are great things ahead 
of us. This is the age of youth. There 


are more younger men today filling im- | 
portant positions, doing things, than there | 
ever were before. The boys you see today | 
in raccoon coats and yellow slickers, carry- | 
ing around pocket flasks and little cigarette | 
lighters that won’t light, are going to be 
the older generation of tomorrow. Where | 
will the so called modern girls be then? 
Nervous wrecks, unfit or unwilling to have | 
children, slapping on the paint harder than 
ever and having their faces lifted two or 
three times a season. Is that the kind of | 
person we want to be tied down to for the | 
rest of our lives? A couple of loud, “noes.” | 

Bring on the old-fashioned girl that knew | 
her stuff! Dust her off and bring her on. 
Give her a modern setting if you want to. | 
We don’t care how much she smokes and 
what style clothes she wears, but give her 
an old-fashioned heart that doesn’t beat 
in jazz time. Then stand aside and watch 
the rush. There'll be more enthusiasm than 
since Cleepatra set up light housekeeping 
with Antony. 


I was naturally thunder struck but there 
was nothing I could say. 

There was something magnificent in the 
way she faced the issue for after all she 
was a child. “I have possibly done a foolish 
thing,” she said. “But it is too late to 
whine. I cannot believe he meant to sell 
me into slavery. After all he begged me 
to marry him. I am going to try to believe 
that even though that might have been his 
intention he really fell in love with me and 
is going to quit his old ways. He is my 
husband and he is entitled to that faith 
until he proves unworthy of it.” And there 
was something fine in the proud manner 
in which she held herself although her heart 
was breaking. 


LL of this happened two years ago, lack- 

ing a month as this is written. He has 
gone into a small business in a suburban town. 
They bear the respect of their neighbors | 
and I feel certain he does love her. That | 
she loves him, I doubt. But she made the 
best of a bad bargain with rare sportsman- 
ship. And all this, I submit, is indicative | 
of the stuff that makes up the younger | 
generation we old duffers hoot. 
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LOVELY 


SKIN 


If you could bathe every day in rain-water, 
you would see some astcnishing changes 
in your skin. It would grow steadily 
smoother and softer and clearer. For rain- 
water is the softest water known—and the 
kindest to your skin. But it is difficult to get 
rain-water. So women are using Bathasweet. 


Bathasweet softens ordinary water and gives 
it the same wonderful qualities that rain- 
water has. It soothes and relaxes the skin. 
It gets into every tiny recess of the pores, 
and dissolves away the dirt. Your skin 
— with new vitality. It becomes more 


autiful, 
LUXURY, TOO 
Besides, there’s such a comfortable, luxuri- 
ous sensation in lying blissfully relaxed in 
the perfumed waters of the Bathasweet 
Bath with the fragrance of a flower garden 
all about you! 
ALL-DAY LOVELINESS 

And then, as you step from your Bathasweet 
tub, your skin will have the almost scentless 
fragrance of perfect cleanliness. And because 
this cleanliness extends deep down in the 
pores, its wholesomeness lingers all day long. 


BATHASWEET costs only 25¢, soc, $1.00 
and $1.50 at drug and department stores, 


FREE A can sent free if you mail this 
coupon with name and address to 
C. S. Welch Co., Dept. S. L. 1907 Park Avenue, 
New York. 
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This 


coupon will bring you a FREE age of 
Charles’ Food. Dr. Charlies Flesh Food 
, Dep't. S. S. 220 36th Street, Brooklyn, N. ¥. 


Stops perspiration and 
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Cleopatra, is perhaps the one essential trait. 
Man being naturally polygamous, it appears 
that a woman to keep him both 
and happy should satisfy all sides 
of his nature, should be a sort of one 
woman harem to him. 

In other words a man wants his woman 
be able to conduct herself according to 
surroundings that he may be proud 
whether those surroundings are a 
palace or a penny dance hall. He wants 
her to contribute to his comfort, whether 
she cooks the corned beef and cabbage her- 
self merely sees to it that the butler 
remembers that he doesn’t like mayonnaise 
on tomatoes. And he wants to find in her 
a sweetheart who is responsive to his every 
mood 

There may have been no such word 
psychologist in the language of Egypt in 80 
B. C. but Cleopatra was one of the leading 
psychologists of all times. 

Her success was due almost entirely to her 
keenness in knowing what her men wanted 
and then giving it to them. She had the 
intelligence to study their tastes and their 
needs, and the patience and resourcefulness 
to satisfy them 

Cleopatra, Queen of Egypt! 
sorceress of the Nile! The irresistible vam- 
pire who held men by some magic spell! 
The dark and sleepy-eyed siren of the East. 

Bunk! Plain, unadulterated bunk that 
traditional portrait of Cleopatra! 
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The glorious 


LEOPATRA, according to the most 

eminent historians and on the evidence 
of the sculptors and painters of that day, 
who would not be apt to paint her as less lovely 
than she was, could not lay the slightest 
claim to beauty. For one thing, her nose 
was too long. She was very small and 
when Caesar first met her in her sixteenth 
year, inclined to be skinny, though her 
figure was proportioned and she had a lively, 
active grace. 


The legitimate wives of both Caesar and 
Anthony were infinitely her superiors in 
looks. They had had the pick of Roman 


beauties for years before they saw Cleopatra. 


Unquestionably she could lie upon a velvet 
couch amid clouds of incense when neces- 
sary, but she wasn’t doing anything that 
remotely resembled that when Caesar first 
saw her. She was rolled up in a bale of 
carpet and deposited at his feet, dishevelled 
and out of breath and probably with a 


smudge on her royal nose. 

As for her being the Queen of Egypt, she 
was at the moment much closer to a grave 
dug for her by her bloodthirsty brother, 
Ptolemy, than she was to any throne. 

But that entrance was a fortunate one 
for her. It made Caesar laugh and like all 
men he loved to laugh. And it awakened 
his admiration much more vividly than any 
majestic entrance in pearls and satins could 
have done He had seen all that before. 
But this skinny, daring little princess, who 
forced her way into the presence of the 
mighty Roman conqueror by such an in- 
genuous device to beg his help in getting 
back her throne, was different. 

Above all things Caesar admired ingenuity 
and courage. Cleopatra knew this two 
minutes after she saw the expression her 
unceremonious entrance brought to his face. 
She never forgot it. She never forgot any- 
thing. She stored everything in her memory 
for future use. 

Discounting then, as we must, 
of Cleopatra's 


the theory 


magic beauty what was this 
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spell that won and held Caesar and made 
him bend every effort of his great political 
and military genius to help her? 

What did she have which enabled her to 


make herself the one woman in the world 
to two such men as Caesar and Anthony, 
who had been everywhere and seen every- 
thing? And these two men, by the way, 
were the only ones with whom her name 
was ever connected and to both of them 
she was married by the laws of the gods 


in her own country. 

Was this power something peculiarly per- 
sonal to this daughter of the Ptolemies, or 
was it something that women of today can 
learn ? 

The answer to the 
it was not peculiarly 
that it can be learned 

The answer to the first two must be an 
analysis of Cleopatra and her relations to 
her husbands 

First of all, 


last question is that 
personal to her and 


she knew what she wanted. 

Therein she differed radically from most 
modern women, who do not know what 
they are aiming at and consequently are 
bound to miss it. The woman of today 
allows herself to drift here and there, allows 
chance to control her destiny and therefore 
ends up somewhere or other and doesn’t 
like it. She doesn’t understand navigation 
sufficiently well to know the importance of 
determining a destination before a course 
can be correctly set. 

Cleopatra could make up her mind. And 
she was able, because she always forced 
herself to think a thing through, to con- 
centrate on one thing. She trusted her 
judgment, once it was formed, and did not 
allow herself to weaken her forces by won- 
dering if something else better wouldn't 
come along later or if she hadn't better 
leave a door open for herself in case this 
didn’t turn out well. 

That open door is usually the man’s exit, 
not the woman’s. 


It is an interesting fact that in neither 
case was it the man himself that Cleopatra 
wanted in the beginning. Her ambition 
selected them. Caesar alone could place her 
in security upon the disputed throne of 
Egypt. Mark Anthony, after he had 
preached Caesar's funeral oration, was the 


one man on the horizon who might be in- 
trusted to carry out the plans for world 
dominion which she and Caesar had made. 

There can be no question that she was 
eventually fascinated by Caesar, and that 
she ultimately fell in love with Mark An- 
thony. But when she determined to make 
them fall in love with her it was ambition 
and not love that urged her on. 


\ HEN Caesar came to Egypt, Cleopatra 

knew that he was totally undecided as 
to whether he would support her cause or 
her brother’s. In fact, it mattered very little 
to him. She had to win him personally to 
make him her champion. His background 
was unfamiliar to her. Foresight and fore- 
thought, which are essential to every woman, 
had caused her to find out what his back- 
ground was. Chance and necessity gave her 
an opportunity to make a good first im- 
pression. 

Caesar was not 
woman. 

Caesar had been traveling all over the 
then known world. Oman says that he was 
the corespondent in every fashionable Ro- 
man divorce for years. He was Cleopatra’s 
first lover but she was certainly not his first 
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love. However, she was his last, and that 
is a much more difficult feat. 

Her first task, as she saw it, was to find 
out what Caesar wanted. 

Now it is not in the least difficult to 
find out what a man wants if the woman 
realizes the necessity of finding it out and 
uses even a modicum of brains. And if 
she doesn’t allow a false pride concerning 
her own importance to lure her into cutting 
off her own nose to spite her face. 

In fact, there are many men who cannot 
be kept from telling a woman what they 
want in so many words. Those are usually 
the misunderstood type and are not alto- 
gether desirable, but if they happen to be 
what that particular woman wants, the 
road is easy and well marked. 

But a girl can find out by a little 
judicious questioning, or often just by listen- 
ing to a man’s conversation, what his tastes 
and habits and desires are. 

For instance if he says that he is going 
hiking Saturday and is looking forward to 
it, it isn’t difficult to know that he is fond 
of hiking and to suggest on some subse- 
quent Saturday that they take a hike to- 
gether. 


F HE is a mechanic and raves about auto- 

mobiles, it is easy enough to beg him to 
take you to the automobile show because 
you want to see it so much. 

Cleopatra and Caesar had an all night 
conversation in the palace of Alexandria 
following her arrival in the bale of carpet. 

It is ridiculous to assume that they spent 
the night otherwise than in conversation. 
After all, she was a princess and he was 
the Roman Dictator. The followers of both 
were present in the offing. 

The first thing Cleopatra evideritly said 
to him was, “Tell me about yourself and 
how you conquered Gaul. I’ve always 
wanted to know about that.” 

She asked him questions about govern- 
ment and begged him to advise her. She 
probably suggested that he was about to 
back Alexander The Great off the pages of 
history, the desire to do so being his best 
known complex. 

Her admiration for him was sincere. He 
was the greatest man in the world. Her 
interest in his ideas was real, but even if it 
hadn’t been he would never have known it. 

By morning she had probably stored up 
in her mind enough information about him 
to give her a flying start as to how he could 
best be pleased. And by morning he had 
definitely agreed to back her cause with 
all his might. 

How Cleopatra appealed to Caesar and 
kept on appealing to him to the day of his 
death is a lesson for womankind. The 
secret of her success lay in the fact that 
she, even when hit strongly in her emotions, 
continued to think and to work. Therein 
lies the difference between this woman and 
the average. Cleopatra had control of her 
emotions. 

One of the first things she discovered was 
that Caesar wanted flattery. That can go 
oi course almost without saying for every 
man. Some like it served raw and in large 
doses. Others must have it subtly disguised. 

Caesar was a tough proposition on this 
score. He had been showered with praise, 
women and laurels to the nth degree. He 
had been yessed until he expected that word 
tacked into the end of his sentences like 
an echo. He had been surfeited with flat- 
tery, yet he could not do without it. 

But Cleopatra was equal to the occasion. 
She flattered him by telling him from the 
start that he was a god. He had been told 
practically everything about himself as a 
man but nobody had ever told him he was 
a god before. Cleopatra convinced him of 
his divinity. She, beyond question, was a 
daughter of the gods. Everyone knew that. 
He was her husband, divinely selected, 


therefore he must be a descendant of the 
gods. That was logic. She had known the 
instant that she set eyes upon him that he 
alone belonged to the same divine race as 
she did herself. 

The very breath of flattery, that! 

Because he admired dignity and_ the 
power to command and real ability, she 
played for him in public the réle of the 
omnipotent Queen of Egypt. Not in the 
theatrical, ostentatious way she later played 
it for Mark Anthony, but as one who 
knows the meaning and the weight of roy- 
alty, as it is handed down from a long line 
of kings. What she learned from him she 
put into practice. She threw about herself 
all the glamour of royalty when others were 
present. 

How greatly must this have added to 
her value in his eyes when she became in 
private his adoring pupil, his harum scarum 
little playmate, his responsive sweetheart. 
This was no ordinary woman, no mere 
human creature who listened so attentively 
and asked such intelligent questions, no 
ordinary coquette who chased him about 
the palace gardens. This was the Queen 
of Egypt, the Daughter of the Nile. 

A man wants a woman who is completely 
his to be worth possessing. He likes her 
to show brains and cleverness, as long as 
she always takes care to admit that his 
brains and cleverness are far greater than 
her own. And he likes to think he sees a 
side of her that no one else ever has or ever 
can see. 

Cleopatra always had a public self and 
a private self for the men who loved her. 

Cleopatra never threw her brains nor her 
wisdom in the face of a man. She could 
be entertaining and witty, but she was also 
great at the art of playing dumb occasion- 
ally. When she made invaluable sugges- 
tions to Caesar in his plans to conquer the 
world, to remold the entire face of the earth 
into one kingdom which they should rule 
jointly, she gave the impression that he had 
inspired her idea by something he had said 
or done. So he was able to admire her 
brains and be pleased with his own at the 
same time. 

Weigall says, in his fascinating work on 
this queen, “Those who study the lives of 
Cleopatra and Caesar in conjunction cannot 
fail to ask themselves how far the queen 
influenced the Dictator’s thoughts at this 
time. During these last years of his life, 
the years which mark his greatness and give 
him his unique place in history, Cleopatra 
was living in the closest intimacy with him 
and so far as we know there was not an- 
other man or woman in the world who had 
such ample opportunities for playing an 
influential part in his career.” 


HAT is, she inspired him. She expected 

great things of him and never doubted 
thei: allment. She always had encourage- 
ment for him. 

Cleopatra was never afraid to take a 
chance. Her royalty, her wealth, her brains 
were all at Caesar’s disposal. She backed him 
in everything. She knew that such a man as 
Caesar could never be happy unless he had 
confidence in the woman he loved, and she 
gave him that confidence by lending him 
money, men, ships, thus tying her destiny in 
with his. 

There can be no happiness in love without 
confidence. 

There may be some men who can be in- 
flamed by jealousy and insecurity. But this, 
it would seem from careful study, is true 
much less often than the average woman be- 
lieves. Only the woman who is not sure of 
herself, who lacks confidence in her power to 
present that “infinite variety” will vield her- 
self to this method. It is almost always a 
mistake, almost always ends in disaster and 
invariably ends in a weakening of force on 
both sides. Moments of excitement and bliss 
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Had she known 
the truth... earlier 


—about feminine hygiene 
Wwe regrets, what suffering, might 


be escaped were women to make sure 
of their information concerning this in- 
timate matter of feminine hygiene! And 
yet, how difficult it does seem to get at the 
truth! 
So far as advice is concerned, the young 
woman of today receives plenty of it. This 
is a frank age. But, unfortunately, wrong 
advice is just as common as it was in the 
days of our grandmothers—and just as 
much to be feared. 


Women can banish their fears 
—through Zonite 
‘What antiseptic to use?’’ That is the big 
problem. For how much suffering has come 
about because women do not understand 
the terrible risks attending the use of deadly 
poisons such as bichloride of mercury and 
the compounds of carbolic acid. 
Physicians know the truth. That is why 
their recommendation of Zonite has real 
significance. An antiseptic that kills germs 
yet is absolutely non-poisonous. An anti- 
septic which cannot irritate sensitive mem- 
branes nor cause areas of scar-tissue. An 
antiseptic actually far more powerful than 
any dilution of carbolic acid that can be 
allowed on the body. Such are the prop- 
erties of Zonite. 


You will want this booklet 


Send for free feminine hygiene booklet. 
Frank, authentic, really helpful. Zonite 
Products Corporation, 250 Park Avenue, 
New York, N. Y 


Use Zonite Ointment for burns, abrasions, sun- 
burn or chapped skin. Also as a powerful deo- 
dorant in vanishing cream form. Large tubes, 50c. 


ZONITE PRODUCTS COR PORATION 
250 Park Avenuc, New York, N. Y. 
Please send me free copy of the Zonite booklet or booklets 
checked below 

([] The Newer Knowledge of Feminine Hygiene 

[_}] Use of Antiseptics in the Home 31-c 


Please print name) 
Name. . 
Address. .... 


Cay.... . . State 
(In Canada: 165 Dufferin St., Toronto) 


{ 
| 
| 
4 
| 
\ 
+. 
| 
€ 
| 
| 
id 
in t 
to 
yn 
ol 
& 
In bottles | 30c, 60c, $1 
in 
| 
he | 
a 
th 
20- 
irst 


may be produced by it, but happiness and 
accomplishment never are. 

There is nothing on record to suggest that 
Cleopatra ever employed such cheap and 
petty means to interest Caesar. 

During the first days in Alexandria, Caesar 
was past fifty. Youth had slipped from him 
and he loved youth. Philosophical as he was, 
he hated above all things the thought of 
growing old. There seems to be no question 
that Cleopatra often treated him as though 
he were her own age and romped with him 
in most unroyal fashion. These harum scarum 
methods were calculated to assure Caesar 
that she didn’t see any difference in their ages 
and that she needed and desired no one else 
as a companion when childish moods over- 
took her. 


ER conversations with him were never 

dull, because when Cleopatra talked she 
said the right thing. Now the right thing 
doesn't necessarily mean something profound 
and brilliant. Nor something sensible. She was 
not continually dropping pearls of wisdom 
from her lips. Nothing could be duller than 
that. When a simple, silly, or asinine remark 
was called for, Cleopatra delivered it. The 
remark was in key; it wasn’t just dropped in 
for no reason. She didn’t make wise cracks 
during a profound discussion of the military 
problems involved in conquering the East, 
nor suddenly start to discuss abstruse meta- 
physical problems in the boudoir at two 
o'clock in the morning. The art of conversa- 
tion which was hers was in finding out what 
the other fellow wanted to talk about and 
allowing him to do so. 

Above all, she had the gift of not allowing 
things to grow dull or commonplace. Look 
at some of the things she did and the way she 
did them with Caesar. 

Six months after she met the Dictator she 
was within a few months of having a child. 
Did she sit around moaning her fate? Not 
at all. Rather she began to think about it. 
Her thoughts followed this line: 

“H-mm. Julius has been cooped up in this 
palace with me for six months, seen me every 
day, had almost every meal with me. Not so 
good at best. A quail a day is too much for 
anybody no matter how much they like quail 
unless you can think of a different way to 
serve it. It wasn’t so bad when I could play 
and dance and go out with him. And poor 
Julius does like to be doing things. He's very 
easily bored if he isn’t conquering something 
new or looking at something new he has con- 
quered or might conquer some day. He’s 
conquered me all right but at the moment I 
may not appear in the light of much of a 
conquest. 

“Of course he'll be tickled to death when 
the baby actually gets here but in the mean- 
time this is a deplorable condition of afiairs. 
Love doesn’t just go on lasting. A woman 
has to make it last, you know. Man is man 
and who am I to fly in the face of fate. I 
need Caesar and I want to keep him. Of 
course it’s his duty to go on loving me but 
that doesn’t mean that he will and I can’t 
take any chances. If this child is a boy, 
Caesar and I ought to be able to fix things 
up so he can inherit most of the world. 

“O Father Nile, what am I to do to re- 
lieve the monotony? That's an idea! Why 
not a boat trip up the Nile? Nice, comfor- 
table barge, big enough so we won't fall over 
each other, a flock of dancing girls, some nice 
flute players and the best chef. Caesar has a 
touch of indigestion, though he'd hate to think 
I knew it, and I must watch him. I’m dumb 
or I would have thought of all this a month 
ago. Julius has often expressed a desire to 
see the headwaters of the Nile. He shall, or 
I'm a pyramid. Moreover, that’s a pretty 
prosperous country up there and now that 
he’s got me safely on the throne it belongs 
to me and it’s apt to make him think I’m a 
nice person to have on his staff.” 

So they made the trip up the Nile. The 


country threw Caesar into raptures and alto- 
gether the affair was a great success. 

A Caesarean was born on their return. 

Cleopatra was a devoted and wise mother 
to all her children, but she openly idolized 
this first son, whom she wisely declared was 
the image of his father and her ambition 
sprang into a great flame. Ambition was her 
dominant characteristic. She appreciated that 
it was Caesar’s also and that he admired it 
in others. She fed his ambitious thoughts; 
she planted gradually the thought of king- 
ship; she stimulated his greatest plans. 

Caesar and Cleopatra were ambitious for 
a world dynasty; they were gambling with 
millions in men and money. But the differ- 
ence between them and the woman whose 
man wants to be head of his department is 
only a difference in degree. She can give him 
the same stimulation, encouragement and in- 
spiration, 

Cleopatra fought side by side with Caesar. 
She studied his plans, knew his generals, 
talked his language, and was such an intel- 
ligent audience that talking to her clarified his 
own plans and re-enforced his own thinking. 

When she followed him to Rome at his re- 
quest taking their son with her, she continued 
to be his constant companion. Her villa was 
always bright. There he could have gaiety 
and brilliant company, or rest and quiet after 
a hard day’s work. There he could find re- 
laxation or stimulation as he desired. His 
favorite food was on the table and there was 
always the witty, clever, sympathetic, com- 
panionable little Queen of Egypt waiting to 
talk about anything he wanted to talk about 
or willing to sit silent if he didn’t want to 
talk. 

This lady understood the value of back- 
grounds in a way infinitely beyond the mere 
creation of charming surroundings for herself. 
That, of course, she never forgot. Her en- 
trance into Rome was a beautifully staged 
affair. Even her make-up was intensified be- 
cause the people would see her only at a dis- 
tance. But she understood also what so many 
women forget, that a man subconsciously as- 
sociates her with the things that happen to 
them together. 

Caesar came to associate Cleopatra with 
all the vast ambitions he loved, with his 
divinity, his dreams of kingship, both of 
which she had planted in his thoughts. He 
came to see her as part of the beautiful and 
wonderful city of Alexandria, which so far 
surpassed Rome in culture and luxury. As 
the mother of his son, he connected her with 
that dearest of all projects, the dynasty by 
which his blood would rule the world. 


HE woman who allows her husband to 

see or participate in the petty annoy- 
ances of housekeeping, who complains to him 
of her difficulties, who repeats her quarrels 
with her family or friends, may get sym- 
pathy for a moment, but if she keeps it up 
she will associate herself in his mind with 
unpleasantness and in time he will come to 
think of her with reluctance. 

Caesar had undoubtedly learned what all 
men of any experience and thought learn in 
time, that the most important thing about a 
woman who is your constant companion is 
not beauty nor attractiveness nor even brains 
but a good disposition. Cleopatra understood 
this and she either had a naturally good dis- 
position or she had sufficient self control to 
produce one. 

Also, there appears to have been no first 
person singular pronoun in her vocabulary. 
She never said, “I.” No pettiness urged her 
to insist upon credit for herself. Results were 
what she was after and she didn’t allow the 
small feelings common to every woman to 
irritate her into quarrels and _ reproaches. 

After the fatal Ides of March and the end 
of all the great schemes which she and Caesar 
had shared, she returned to Egypt, heart 
broken and unutterably lonely. The com- 
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panionship of the man who had been her 
husband and who was the father of her son 
had been everything to her. Their minds 
were attuned to such a degree that his death 
must have torn her to pieces. 

But she rallied from it. Her indomitable 
will, her courage, and above all, her clear 
mind enabled her to avert a collapse. She 
must carry on. So she began to look the 
field over carefully. Caesar's estimate of 
Mark Anthony was in her thoughts. And 
she soon decided that he was the one man 
who might be of use to her. 

Again she was not seeking a man, but the 
man! 

And a man more totally different than 
Caesar it would have been hard to locate. 

It is not necessary here to go into details 
of the civil war in Rome which followed the 
death of the Dictator. It suffices to say that 
Mark Anthony, having defeated Octavius all 
along the line, emerged victorious and was at 
this time the most powerful man on earth. 
Naturally Cleopatra, who always aimed high, 
picked him. He was necessary to her plans 
for her son. 

When, therefore, he invited her to meet 
him in his headquarters at Tarsus, in the 
fall of 41 B. C. to discuss the situation, she 
went prepared. 

Chance had given her the opportunity to 
make a good first impression on Caesar. This 
time she left nothing to chance and the dif- 
fering manner of her meeting with Mark 
Anthony shows undisputably her careful 
analysis and her psychological grasp of An- 
thony’s character. 


NTHONY is described by all his contem- 
poraries as a prince of good fellows. He 
was extremely handsome with the physique 
of an athlete. He was the idol of his soldiers. 
Theatrical display and broad jests, pomp and 
revelry were common to him. He liked 
women and adored above all things a good 
drinking bout. He seemed ambitious but 
had none of the cold, clear power of analyt- 
ical thinking that had been Caesar’s. A mili- 
tary demagogue with many weaknesses but 
much strength as well, married to Fulvia, a 
dictatorial, efficient and serious-minded Ro- 
maness. 

Cleopatra estimated all these things, threw 
aside the last as unimportant except to re- 
member Fulvia and determine to be as unlike 
her as possible. 

Anthony had seen a good deal in his time, 
but it is certain that he never had seen any- 
thing remotely approaching the setting which 
Cleopatra had given herself aboard the royal 
vessel that sailed into Tarsus. She had come 
to Caesar wrapped in a carpet. She went to 
Anthony with all the splendor of centuries 
of Egyptian glory. It has been said that 
when he awaited her seated upon the public 
tribunal and she refused to go to him but 
rather invited him to come and dine with 
her, it was because she did not wish to appear 
in the réle of a vassal. This may be partly 
true but her feminine reason must have been 
that she wished him to see her in her right 
setting. 

At dusk, her vessel drew alongside the pub- 
lic quay. 

The great purple sails, the silver mounted 
oars, the beautiful slave women garbed as 
sea nymphs, the musicians, were all merely 
a background for the figure of the Egyptian 
queen, who, according to Weigall “decked in 
the loose shimmering robes of the goddess 
Venus, lay. under an awning spangled with 
gold, while boys dressed as Cupids stood on 
either side of her couch, fanning her with the 
coloured ostrich plumes of the Egyptian 
court.” 

The banquet that followed was one of such 
luxury and richness as to put in the shade 
anything the modern world knows. It de- 
lighted Anthony beyond measure. His whole 
nature responded to this display and pomp. 
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He began to think that Caesar hadn’t been 
so far wrong about this woman. She was 
worthy to sit upon the throne of the werld. 
But she topped it when she went a few 
nights later to dine with him. The dinner in 
contrast to her own was marked by all sorts 
of course fun and risqué jesting. Anthony, 
for all his position, was a buffoon. Into this 
atmosphere, Cleopatra entered with all her 
spirit. She gave him as good as he sent, and 
by the time she left Anthony had decided that 
she was the best companion in the world and 
had declared himself her friend and ally. 
When Mark Anthony wanted to go out 
in the streets of Alexandria after night- 
fall and ring Egyptian doorbells, disappear- 
ing into the shadow and roaring with laughter 
at the owners’ bewilderment, the Queen of 
Egypt put on her old clothes and went with 
him and rang doorbells too and likewise roared 
with laughter. Cleopatra probably had no 
great enthusiasm for ringing doorbells but so 
long as Anthony preferred her company on 
his excursions she gave it to him. That is, 
she didn’t stick up her nose and say, “Oh, 
Anthony, how can you?” Anthony no doubt 
was under the impression that he had thought 
up a ferm of sport which gave the lady more 
fun than she had ever had before in her life. 


T IS not possible here to go into details of 

the years that Cleopatra lived with Mark 
Anthony and of his great and increasing love 
for her. Mark Anthony failed her, because he 
wasn't big enough to carry out the vast de- 
signs of Caesar. Quite frankly, the burly 
Roman drank himself to death. He appears 
to have been drunk on the night before the 
great battle with Octavius, in spite of Cleo- 
patra’s inspired efforts to keep him sober. 

Some people will say that Cleopatra came 
to a bad end. But that is a debatable point. 
True she invited the asp into her bedchamber 
but was it a bad end? 

Her great plans had failed, first because of 
the unlooked for death of the Dictator. Sec- 
ond, because Mark Anthony as an instrument 
broke in her hand. But they were the two 
great men of their time and she had had their 
love and companionship and fidelity to a 
large degree until they died. 

Also, it would appear that Cleopatra could 
have captivated Octavius, when he held her 
prisoner in Alexandria after he had defeated 
Anthony, and thus continued her vicarious 
domination of the Roman Empire. He gave 
every indication that.he was willing to follow 
the example set him by Caesar and Anthony. 
But Queen Cleopatra could not bring herself 
to exercise her fascinations and talents upen 
the repulsive little man. 

Cleopatra’s spell was no Oriental magic. 
It was simply that she thought. She found 
out what the men she had set out to win and 
hold wanted and she gave it to them. She 
made them happy and was in turn happy her- 
self. She was a perfect companion, in camp, 
in a palace, on a drinking bout, on a throne, 
on a fishing trip or in the boudoir. 

No woman is all these things naturally. 

Every woman can be all of them if she 
thinks not of herself but of the man she 
wants. 

Therefore any woman can be as successful 
with the men she encounters as Cleopatra 
was with Mark Anthony and Caesar. True, 
she was a queen, but they were rulers and 
conquerors of her own class. They required 
all she could give them. In some degree, 
every woman can answer as well the demands 
of her own man. 

Emma Hamilton was not a queen. She 
was a serving maid and other things even less 
desirable. Yet she won high position, the 
friendship of a queen and the magnificent 
love of England’s greatest hero. Her meth- 
ods differed in many ways from Cleopatra’s 
but they were likewise successful. 

How she did it opens new fields of study 
and inquiry for every woman today. 
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The Woman in the Case 


[Continued from page 67] 


had been mighty fond of him And I 
never looked on him or any man as a 
saint But just the same this mysterious 
woman he had been with must have meant 
a lot to him or he wouldn't have lied the 
way he did to save her. I began to won- 
der whether I had not done Bert a serious 
injustice and made a fool of myself to boot. 

Sallie was furious and the moment she 
got me away from Hollis she started in. 

“This is all nonsense,” she said. “The 
only sensible thing to do now is to tell the 
truth. I’m not going to let you sacrifice 
yourself on my account any longer. Go 
right back there and tell Hollis you 
weren't anywhere near Jim Brent’s studio 
that night.” 

“I couldn't possibly do that, Sallie,” I 
said 

“Why not?” she asked. 

“Because,” I said, “I was.” 

But when she asked me to explain I 
wouldn't do it. I had my own reasons at 
that time for not wanting to make any 
more trouble. 

“Never mind, now, darling,” I said. “I 
refuse to tell you another thing until I have 
seen Jim Brent.” 

“What's he got to do with it?” Sallie 
asked. “If you keep on talking like that 
I'll come to the conclusion you really were 
there with him after all.” 

“You'll know when the time comes,” I 
told her. “And as for what Jim Brent has 
to do with the matter I’ve about made up 
my mind he’s no good.” 

“That's something anyway,” Sallie said 
“You've been wobbling between him and 
Bert Allen all summer. If you'd see 
Bert—” 

I had started upstairs but leaned over 
the banister and called back to her 

“Hollis would be much better pleased to 
see me marry Jim Brent,” I giggled. “After 
all the terrible things he thinks have hap- 
pened, he would say that Jim was in 
duty bound to marry me if only to make 
an honest woman of me. Play that on 
your baby grand!” 


IM BRENT was released the next day. 

They let him out the moment the negro 
boy broke down and confessed he had done 
the shooting. It had happened very simply. 
When the boy had gone back to take Jim’s 
brother the cigars and change, he had not 
seen any woman in the hall or in the apart- 
ment, either. That was a lie. There had 
been no one in the living room at all, so the 
boy had taken the wallet and when Austin 
appeared in the doorway he shot him. He 
dragged his body to the chair, dropped the 
pistol on the floor to make it look like a 
case of suicide. I heard all the news from 
Sallie who had just gotten it from Hollis 
over the telephone. 

“[ suppose Jim will be up here to see us 
as soon as he has a chance to turn around,” 
Sallie said 

“I hope he telephones first,” I said. “I 
don’t want him to come here after what 
Hollis said last night. It wouldn’t be 
pleasant for any of us. I'd rather see him 
somewhere else.” 

“At his studio?” Sallie asked. 

“Exactly,” I said. “You've hit the nail 
on the head. If he does telephone that is 
precisely where I am going to ask him to 
meet me.” 

But although I waited and waited Jim 
did not telephone. I tried to persuade my- 
self that there were formalities to be gone 
through, that he would have business to at- 
tend to, but all the time I kept saying to 
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would have called me on the telephone in 
five minutes unless something had happened 
to change him and I couldn't see what had 

Women are queer creatures. I suppose 
that, knowing what I did about Jim and 
this woman he had been playing around 
with, I should never have wanted to see 
him again. But somehow it only made me 
the more anxious to do so. 

While I was waiting there in the living 
room not six feet from the telephone, pre- 
tending to be reading a magazine, I was 
startled to see Bert coming up the tront 
walk. 


I COULD have run upstairs to escape him, 
and sent word that I was out but I did 
not propose to let anybody, even Bert Allen 
drive me away from that telephone, for 
there was no extension upstairs. So I 
stayed where I was, and heard Bert ask if 
I was in. Harvey, Sallie’s butler told him 
Il was and the next moment he stood before 
me with a box of candy in his hands and 
a rather sheepish expression on his hand- 
some face. It looked to me as though Bert 
had come to the conclusion that I wasn’t 
such a wicked creature after all and wanted 
to make amends for the way he had 
treated me. 

I looked at him coldly and asked how 
he was. He gave me the candy and sat 
down. 

“I should have come before, Nancy,” he 
said. 

“Why?” I asked. I had no idea ot 
making things easy for him 

“Because,” he replied, “I’m afraid you 
must think I have treated you rather 


badly.” 
“How i ?” IT laughed. “By not coming to 
see me? My dear boy, you flatter yourself. 


I've to exist.” 

This upset him even more than I hoped 
it would. 

“I don’t mean that,” he said. “I mean 
the way I acted when you said you had 
been with Jim Brent that night.” 

“You acted,” I remarked, “as though you 
thought me a pretty bad egg. Has any- 
thing happened to change your mind?” 

Bert didn’t answer me at first. He 
pulled at his collar as though he found it 
too tight for him and fiddled with a 
cigarette. 

“Several things,” he said at last. “One 
is that I am very much ashamed of my- 
self for doubting you and Jim.” 

“Oh, so you did doubt me, did you? 
That’s interesting And now you don't. 
I'm not sure whether to feel flattered or 
angry.” 

Bert got redder and redder when I said 
that. 

“Any man,” he whispered, “who loved 
a girl would be angry to know she had 
spent an evening with another man under 
circumstances—” 

“Please don’t let’s go all over it again,” 
I said. “It bores me. You were jealous 
and suspicious. Like most men. I know 
all about how yeu felt and why. You 
didn’t trust me. If you do now there must 
be a reason for it. I’m not asking you the 
reason, but—” 

Bert took hold of my hands. 

“T don’t want to talk about it,” he burst 
out. “I want to tell you that I love you 
and want you to be my wife. That shows 
you how I feel.” 

I tore my hands away. 
unreasonably angry. 

“Has Sallie been talking to you?” I cried. 

“No. Not a word.” 

“Then whom have I to thank for this 


I was suddenly 
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sudden coat of whitewash I'd like to know?” 

“Nobody. I’ve been thinking things over, 
Nancy,” Bert protested. “If I hadn’t been 
in love with you, it wouldn’t have mat- 
tered. I put you on a pedestal. I thought 
you loved me. When you confessed to 
carrying on a cheap affair with Jim Brent 
I blew up. But that doesn’t alter the fact 
that I love you. It only proves it the 
more. Will you marry me, dear?” 

At that moment the telephone bell rang 
and I went to answer it. It was Jim 
brent. “Hello, Jim,” I said loudly enough 
for Bert to know whom I was talking to. 

Jim was not at all like himself. He said 
only a few words, that he was free again, 
was at his studio, and wanted me to come 
and see him. There were some matters he 
felt he must talk over with me and he 
couldn't very well come to the house 

I suspected from what he said that Hollis 
had been talking to him. It suddenly came 
into my head that Bert Allen would know 
if he had. 

“Bert,” I said, when I hung up, “that was 
Jim. He wants to see me but he won't 
come here. Has Hollis been saying anything 
to him?” I wes angry and showed it. 
“You might as well tell me. I'll find out 
from Jim if you don’t.” 

“Yes,” Bert said. “When Hollis got him 
out he brought him to the effice and ex- 
plained all we'd been doing to clear him. 
How we'd tried to prove an alibi and would 
have proved it if the negro boy hadn’t come 
through with his story.” 

“Did Hollis tell Jim about my confes- 
sion?” 

“Yes. I begged him not to but he was 
too angry to listen to me. He jumped all 
over Jim and called him some very dis- 
agreeable names.” 

“What did Jim do?” I asked. 

“At first he seemed to be angry. I 
thought he was going to knock Hollis down. 
Then he burst out laughing. He said he 
made a practice never to contradict a lady 
and went out. If he hadn’t I would have 
knocked him down.” 

“Why ?” 

“Because if Jim Brent had been any sort 
of a man he would have denied your whole 
story then and there.” 

“Why should he have done that?” I said. 

“Well,” Bert said, “he had stuck to his 
stery about having been at the theater right 
along, hadn't he? Why didn’t he continue 
to stick to it? He didn’t have to admit 
anything no matter what Hollis said. He 
was out of danger. The story you told 
wasn’t necessary to save his neck. He could 
have lied like a gentleman if he had been 
one. 


EAVEN knows why I felt it necessary 
to defend Jim Brent then but I did. 

“I think Jim was perfectly right not to 
call me a liar,” I said. “And as for his 
not being a gentleman, I don’t agree with 
you. When I said I went to his studio that 
night it was true. And I’m going there 
again right now to hear what he has to tell 
me.” 

Bert took both of my hands. 

“I wish you wouldn't, Nancy,” he said. 
“I have reasons for saying that, although 
I can’t tell you what they are.” 

“Why not?” 

“Oh, just because I’m not like Jim Brent, 
I guess.” 

I didn’t understand what Bert meant by 
that but he wouldn’t tell me anything more. 

“I don’t see what good it is going to do 
you, dear,” he said, “to be mixed up with 
Jim any more. I never pretended to like 
him but I’ve done my best to get him clear. 
Now I'm through with hit. And I want 
you to be through with him too. I love 
you, Nancy. Love you with all my heart. 
Why not forget this man and come along 
to lunch with me? If you go down to that 


studio this morning you'll be sorry for it.” 

I was in an unreasonable frame of mind 
and thought Bert meant that for a threat. 
He had not made any hit with me by calling 
Jim names. Jim Brent had something to 
say to me; I knew that from the way he 
had just spoken over the telephone. And 
I wanted to ask him some questions. When 
Bert said if I went down to the studio I'd 
be sorry for it, I thought he meant that 
he would be through with me. And no 
woman likes to be threatened like that. 

“Sorry, Bert,” I said. “I suppose I might 
ask Jim to meet me at a restaurant or some- 
thing but I won't do it. Since Hollis and 
the rest of you are convinced that I’m a 
bad woman I might as well act the part. 
By-by.” 

I went out and left Bert standing in the 
middle of the living room. All he said was, 
“Nancy!” I didn’t even turn around but | 
from the tone of his voice I knew he was 
both hurt and angry. 


LL the way down to Jim Brent’s studio | 

4 I kept wondering what he would say 
first. 

I almost ran up the narrow steps which 

led to the second floor of the garage but I 


hesitated a moment before I lifted the | 


brass knocker of the door. There are times 
when we open doors hesitatingly, not ‘sure 
of what may be waiting for us on the other 
side. I wasn’t sure then. I remembered 
how Jim Brent had stuck to his story about 
having gone to the theater and I realized 
how desperately he had lied to protect some 
other woman. The idea chilled me and I 
must have carried the chill into the room 
for when Jim opened the door I thought he 
meant to kiss me. If he did, something in 
my manner must have stopped him. He 
only shook hands and said, “Hello.” Then 
he perched himself on the arm of a chair. 

“Why have you been lying about me, 
beautiful?” he said. Although he asked the 
question seriously enough there was a 
twinkle of amusement in his eyes. “Wasn't 
my reputation bad enough already ?” 


“You should know why I said what I | 


did.” I told him but Jim didn’t under- 
stand what I meant. 


“I know that you were ready to go on | 


the witness-stand and swear away your 
gcod name to save me from a charge of 
murder,” he laughed. 

That wasn’t true and I said so. 

“Much as I hate to disillusion you, Jim,” 
I said, “you are wrong. I told that story 
to Hollis for an entirely different reason.” 

“What reason?” he asked. 

“To save my sister Sallie from losing her 
happy home,” I replied. “Hollis thought 
she was with you.” 

“With me?” he repeated. 

“Certainly. Nobody believed your yarn 
about having gone to the theater. We felt 
sure you were lying to protect thé name of 
some woman. Hollis concluded that Sallie 
was the one.” 

“But, in heaven’s name why?” said Jim. 

“Well,” I said, “it’s a long story. She'd 
left a handkerchief with her initials on it 
here for one thing. An envelope addressed 
to her and post-marked late that after- 
noon for another. Also, as luck would 
have it, she arrived home about midnight 
in a cab which she picked up at the cor- 
ner of Church and Thompson streets after 
leaving the theater. When Bert Allen and 
the private detective they had on the case 
got through, Hollis was almost ready to 
begin action for divorce. But he wasn’t 
certain whether Sallie or I had been with 
you. Not having any husband to lose, I 
took the blame.” 

Jim Brent sat smoking in silence for sev- 
eral minutes. I wondered what he was 
thinking. 

“Rather a good joke,” he said, “for me 
to imagine you had done all that on my ac- 
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count As if any woman would do that.” 

Do you suppose I would have let you go 
to the gallows,” I asked, “if 1 could have 
saved you?” 

‘Perjury is a serious matter,” he said. 

“But,” I laughed, “it wouldn't have been 
perjury exactly. I really was here.” 

“Here?” He stared at me. “What do 
you mean?” 

“Just what I say,” I replied. “I was 
here. That is why I thought Sallie was the 
woman in the case.” 

You'd better explain,” Jim said 
got me all mixed up.” 

“I see I have,” I told him. “Well, here 
are the details. You may remember that 
two days before your brother was shot I 
came in here early in the afternoon. You 
were doing a sketch and got me to pose tor 
you. Remember that?” 

Never shall forget it,” Jim said. “You 
were marvelous, simply marvelous.” He 
reached over and tried to take my hand 
but I drew back 

“Do you also remember,” I went on, 
“that you asked me to come here the next 
night and when I told you I couldn't, you 
said the night after?” 

“Why, yes,” Jim muttered. “But you 
didn't say you'd come.” 


“You've 


“7 DIDN'T say I wouldn't. When my 
sister and I stopped here late in the 

afternoon, you may recollect that I asked 
you what you were doing that evening. You 
said you were going to stay in and work 
Being a simple village maiden, I believed 
you. I thought it was your way of telling 
me you would expect me. So after dinner 
at the country club I got rid of the man I 
was with and came.” 

‘Here?” Jim gasped. His face began to 
flush 

“Certainly. You had invited me and had 
told me how much you loved me and 
everything after I'd posed for you. I came 
all right, idiot that I was! About nine 
o'clock. I dismissed my cab at the cor- 
ner to save my reputation and walked down 
the alley to your hospitable door.” 

“You darling,” Jim murmured 

“Just as I reached it,” I went on, “I saw 
a lady—I hope she was a lady—ascending 
your steps. I thought it was Sallie. In 
the darkness I couldn’t see her face clearly 
but I could have sworn to her walk and 
her figure. So, finding myself somewhat ‘de 
trop,’ I beat it silently and discreetly. 1 took 
in the second showing of a picture at the 
Globe and then went home. You see, my 
dear Jim, I had every reason to know that 
your little yarn about having been at the 
theater was untrue. I believed you were 
protecting your charming visitor with your 
life and that, if need be, she would step 
forward and save you in true movie style 
at the foot of the gallows. That is why I 
did not offer at first tu volunteer any in- 
formation about my movements. I thought 
all the time that the woman was Sallie.” 

“It wasn't,” Jim snapped 

“IT know it. In fact, she, poor dear, 
being perfectly innocent, got the idea in her 
head that the guilty party was I. We two 
had a merry time of it. Neither of us sup- 
posed that there was a third woman in the 
case.” 

“So you know that, do you?” he asked 

“Certainly. I saw her. Jim, I certainly 
have to hand it to you; you are popular 
with the ladies.” 

“Nonsense,” he said. “I don’t admit there 
was any woman here.” 

“You don't?” I said. 
her?” 

“You must have been mistaken. I went 
to the theater.” 

I began to think of what Bert Allen had 
just said, that Jim was not a gentleman 

“You didn’t tell Hollis that,” I snapped. 
“You didn’t defend me to him and Bert 


“When I saw 


©Porch 


Gossip 


| O from the Old 


Neighborhood 


WAS visiting recently in one 

of our mid-western cities 
where every neighbor’s affair is 
everybody's business. The soda 
pop man, the iceman, the 
grocer, the butcher, the butter 
and egg man (honest) all stop 
to pass the time of day at each 
kitchen door on the block and 
when day is done what a load 
they have got on their mind— 
and got off. 

One of the choice bits that 
was going the rounds the week 
of my visit concerned a married 
lady—though she wasn't called 
a lady—her husband—and “the 
other man”—and would you be- 
lieve it “the other man” was not 
nearly “as good looking as the 
husband.” 

But the O. M. had a car— 
devilish things these automobiles 
—and the lady used to slip 
away and meet him. The neigh- 
bors and the iceman and—see 
previous enumeration—talked it 
over: about how the O. M. was 
neglecting his mother for this 
WOMAN! And what was the 
matter that the Blind Husband 
didn’t see how his wife was 
carrying on! 


T WAS getting pretty serious 

—this home wrecking drama 
was—when the other man traded 
in his roadster for a sedan. So 
now the other man’s mother 
and the WOMAN’S husband go 
along on the rides the erring 
pair take. 

On the face of it that seemed 
fair enough, but the soda pop 
man stopped one morning and 
he was all as hot and bothered 
as one of Lloyd Mayer’s Sweet 
Young Things. 

“Well say, the Ku Klux or 
somebody like that ought to get 
after that bunch and run the 
whole four of ’em out of town.” 

As I said in the beginning 
this all happened in one of those 
mid-western cities where every 
neighbor’s affair is everybody’s 
business. And what I mean to 
say is that it would be exactly 
the same if it happened in. New 
York. Which goes to prove 
that the world is a small place 
after all! Or something like 
that. 

, Sig 


| 
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Allen. You let them think the story I told 
them was true.” 

“Look here, Nancy,” Jim said. “All I 
let them think was that you had been here 
and you've just said you were. What’s the 
harm, anyway? Don't they trust you?” 

His question was almost like a blow but 
I kept my temper. 

“Jim,” I said. “You had a woman here 
with you that night. I said it was I to 
save Sallie. But since it wasn’t Sallie, it 
seems to me you had better tell Hollis and 
Bert Allen wh your visitor really was to 
save me. After all my reputation is im- 
portant too. I’m sure the woman who was 
here wouldn't want to protect herself at my 
expense.” 

Jim came up to me and took both of my 
hands 

“Nancy,” he said. “I’m going to trust you. 
There was a woman here that night. A 
married woman. Her husband is one of the 
biggest men in town. If I were to say any- 
thing heaven knows what would happen! 
I don’t care anything about her, but you 
couldn’t expect me to let her down, could 
you?” 

“Not even to set me richt with Hollis and 
Bert?” I said. 

“I can’t.” He pulled me suddenly toward 
him. “Don’t ask me to, Nancy. It would 
ruin her. And I don’t care a rap about the 
woman. She’s nothing to me. Just a pass- 
ing amusement. You're the one I really 
care about. And you did come to see me 
that night. I was waiting for you too. I 
had no idea this other woman was going 
to show up. I love you, Nancy. Terribly 
And you're here now, so let’s pretend noth- 
ing has happened since that afternoon you 
posed. We'll forget Hollis and Bert and all 
the rest of them. Will you, sweetheart?” 
He grabbed me and kissed me on the neck. 


“¥ ET go of me, Jim,” I exclaimed. 
He should have known from my voice 
how I felt but he didn’t. 

“f love you, darling,” he muttered. 
“Love you and want you. Always.” 

I managed to get my hand free. With- 
out a word I struck him across the face 
as hard as I could. It was pretty hard and 
he wasn’t expecting it. Then I turned and 
opened the door. 

Jim Brent sprang forward and tried to 
take hold of me. I screamed. And just 
then Bert Allen came up the steps. He 
passed me like a flash and hit Jim Brent 
a blow on the jaw that sent him clear across 
the room and into a corner. 

“You rotter,” he said. “I knew this 
morning in Mr. Carter’s office that Nancy 
wasn’t here with you that night. I thought 
you'd have the decency to say so instead of 
being willing to hide behind her skirts. 
You and Mrs. B.——” 

He mentioned a name that made Jim 
squirm. 

“Yes, I found that out too but I wouldn’t 
give you away, not even to Nancy. I 
thought maybe you'd have honesty enough 
to square her yourself. Well, you didn’t. 
So I’ve decided to tell Carter for you. It 
won't go any further. Robert B isn’t 
going to put a bullet through you because 
of anything we tell him. But if you ever so 
much as speak to Nancy again, the ambu- 
lance surgeon will have to scrape up what’s 
left of you with a hoe.” 

Bert put his arm around me then and led 
me through the door. 

“Nancy, you little fool,” he said. “I’m 
going to take you out right now and marry 
you. You need somebody to look after you 
and I have decided that I am the best man 
I know of to do the job.” 

Of course when a man talks to a girl like 
that she will go anywhere with him. Bert 
and I, however, only got as far as the mar- 
riage license bureau and a minister but it 
was far enough. 
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There’s a Limit! 


[Continued from page 73] 


either. We could see people moving among 
the bushes and high weeds and hear giggles. 
We even had to give a signal, three double 
‘nocks and a password. Everybody got a 
zrand kick out of it. We were let in at 
last and saw that only our own crowd had 
been invited. Al was on a box making a 
speech. 

“Ladies and gents, this exclusive gambling 
den is about to open for business. There 
will be separate tables for the ladies and 
you will see why in a minute. Each player 
will make a list of the articles of jewelry 
and clothing he is wearing With approxi- 
mate value.” 

Somebody snickered, “Strip poker.” 

“More or less. You file your lists. with 
the committee and we issue poker chips 
accordingly. We close at midnight and all 
bets not payable on the spot will be settled 
by I. O. U.’s_ All squabbles will be settled 
by the committee and if you get fresh with 
the referee out you go into the tall grass. 
Charles is the strong man.” 

The evening was a knockout. I won 
Angyl’s vanity case and two pairs of pretty 
good stockings. Bertie lost his socks and 
shoes and shirt, but it was an old one and 
he hated it. He paid on the spot and 
looked a sight going home. We called 
him Robinson Crusoe. 


HE next afternoon we found the booze 

but not when we were looking for it. 
Trudie was on the raft out near the end 
of the pier showing off for Jerry O’Brien. 
She grabbed his arm and cooed, “Here’s a 
stunt, old dear. Give a good shove from 
the raft and if your angle is right you can 
go under the pier and come out on the 
other side.” 

Ted Lane yelled, “Like this, old deah,” 
and gave a big push. 

I was standing on the pier right above 
the place where Ted dived and although 
the water was rather murky I could see 
his legs quite plainly. Instead of going 
straight ahead they suddenly doubled up 
under him. 

“Get him quick,” I yelled. “Cramps!” 

And then I forgot all about him because 
{ caught sight of Jimsy and I thought he 
had gone nuts. 

He had been playing whale, going under, 
getting a mouthful of water and then squirt- 
ing it up in the air. It is a wonder Jimsy 
can get under the water at all. He is 
terribly fat and floats like a cork. Well, 
he began swallowing water in great gulps. 
He would make gurgling noises and then 
try to swallow the lake again. He looked 
awfully funny. 

Just about the time they pulled Ted out, 
all doubled up and rubbing the back of 
his neck, Jimsy yelled, “Liquor! This lake 
is made of rum.” So they all jumped in 
again. And sure enough, somebody had 
tied a bag made of fish net under the pier 
and in the bag were three bottles of rum 
and seven of whiskey. Ted had broken 
one with his poor head. They put the 
bottles in a pile and did a war dance right 
there on the pier. 

Bertie as usual took charge. “Everybody 
beat it home and swipe some eats and we'll 
have a party down around the bend.” 

By six every one was on the beach and 
we pulled a party all right. It was a good 
party but as usual the stories about it were 
better than the party itself. That is the 
way it always was in Dundee. 

The Frogs never said a word to us but 
they called a meeting and it lasted forever. 
Mother and the rest must have read the 
riot act to the backsliders because right 
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then and there old Dundee went bone dry. 
The committee on transportation had de- 
cided to steal the grocery trucks for the 
Lakeside dance but Jerry told me to be 
ready early because we were not going with 
the bunch in the trucks. I was dying to 
know how we were to get there but Jerry 
ld only grin when I asked him 
I was ready at seven thirty and that 
not a minute too soon for I heard a 
commotion outside and there he was 
horse and buggy! I sat down on 
the curb and laughed until I hurt. He had 
found the buggy in a shed back of the 
old livery barn and patched it up. It had 
a top that had to be wired to stay up and 


wou 


was 
big 


with a 


lone wheel went waggle waggle. The horse 
and the harness he had borrowed from the 
garbage man. 

| When Jerry helped me in all the little 
boys on the street let out a_ yell He 
flicked a whip at them but they followed 
us way out beyond the edge of town. Jerry 
said they were our faithful retainers and 
kept hollering, “What ho, vassals!” I never 
had so much fun in my life 

About three miles from Lakeside the 
bunch passed us in the stolen trucks and 
gave us the razz as they went by. But 
our turn came. Two miles from Lakeside 
we passed them. One truck had a rotten 
tire and no spare and the other had de- 
veloped engine trouble. Maybe we did not 
hand them a few remarks! 

And at Lakeside you would have thought 
the Prince of Wales was arriving when we 
dashed up. Those out in front gave a 
whoop and everybody came to the windows. 


“Here comes Si and Mandy, 
by Heck,” and the orchestra struck up 
“Turkey in the Straw.” Then the trucks 
arrived and everybody had to explain every- 
thing because we know most of the people 
at the Lakeside dances. We had a gorgeous 
time. 

But when we came to go home the trucks 


Some one yelled, 


were gone! Jerry’s grand equipage might 
have disappeared too, but he had a hunch 
and hid it away back in the woods 
some place. Mr. Hodge, the owner of the 
dance hall said three men had come in a 
station car and one of them had given him 
a message for the Dundee boys. He had 
said, “Tell them that the next time they 
steal these trucks they will be treated like 
common criminals.” Then they had gone 
off in the three cars. Right there I began 


to wonder if the Frogs were smarter than 


we gave them credit for being. 


fa gene you would think it would be easy 
4 for the boys to get themselves and their 
girls back to Dundee by asking a friend to 
give them a lift. But even when you know 
people you do not always feel like asking 
favors of them. Most of the cars were full 
ind going in the opposite direction, and 
what made it really awkward was that 
Dundee has always been a little exclusive. 

Boys like Jimsy and Ted and the Thomp- 
sons had always been sort of snooty, and 
now some of those little worms were tickled 
pink to make some thin excuse or none at 
all and sail off on their own business. I 
really felt sorry for the boys. 

They asked Jerry to give two of them a 
ride but ie said, “No, this bus was not 
meant for four even in its palmy days.” 
They managed it at last. Mr. Hodge took 
the last seven in his own car, but it put 
a damper on the whole party 

All but Jerry and me. Our party was 
not spoiled at all and I found out why buggy 
riding used to be a favorite sport. That 
old lamb of a horse just ambled home in 
the moonlight with the reins wound round 
the whip. 
| ‘erry told me how his folks were deter- 
mi ned that he should go to college and why 
he was bound he would not waste his time 
| that way. He said he could learn cultural 
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and practical ones 
than in a classroom 
ambitions and I told 
marry and have four 
after they were all in 
school to try to be an interior decorator be- 
cause I was crazy about that. Oh, he is the 
sweetest thing! I am not going to tell any 
more that we said. 


subjects by reading 
quicker in a factory 
He told me all his 
him mine was to 
babies and then 


the war between the 
4 Tygs began in earnest. 
We had committee meetings daily and we 
used the old beans. The best idea of all 
came from Jerry, naturally. He always sat 
very quietly at meetings and then all of a 
sudden—zowie—an idea! A few days after 
the dance he said, “Publicity! They will 
hate that worse than anything else.” And 
in five minutes we had the Daily Picture 
News on the long distance. 

But before the tabloids got the first of 
their first stuff in print something else hap- 
pened. We had another crap party and at 
eleven thirty we were raided. The smart old 
Frogs had reported to the police that public 
gambling was being carried on in Dundee. 
They let the girls go but all the boys who 
did not get out the windows went to jail. 
They put them in real cells over in Medula, 


FTER that night 
Frogs and the 


the county seat. You see they had no 
money to pay fines so they spent three 
whole days in jail. The Frogs went right 


on serving tea and playing bridge and read- 
ing their old books as if nothing had hap- 
pened. 


But we got even! The very next day the 


first tabloid came out with scare heads six 
inches high. There was a picture of a 
group of us on one side and photos of 


Dundee parents on the other. In the cen- 
ter was a sketch of a boy and a girl in a 
necking pose and the words, “How Far 
Do They Go In Dundee?” It made me 
sort of cringe for a minute and then I re- 
membered that war had been declared. 
The Frogs were tearing mad. They held 


a long meeting and the next day the cap- 
tion was, “Daily Picture News Refuses 
Bribe,” and they had a sketch of .{r. Mac- 


Mahon that anybody would recognize. Mrs. 
Mac with her line about the Mayflower 
just about passed out. For two weeks every 
move we made in Dundee came eut in the 
papers. Even the regular dailies ran stuff 
about us. After a while we grew pretty 
sick of it ourselves and I always was sorry 
I had given them a picture of mother. 


It is hard to remember the order of 
events because it seemed that everything 
happened at once. The boys came _ back 


from jail. I do not believe prisons do much 
good if all the men they put in them are 
like our boys. Why, they were ready to 
do anything, no matter what. That's how 
mad they were! 

First we made booze. 
bootlegger in the cell 
got a few receipts. 
sugar and a few 

Then Bertie’s 


There had been a 

next to Cal and he 
It only takes yeast and 

things. 

committee on jazz had an 


idea that was so brilliant they nearly died 
of the shock. They simply organized a 
jazz band. Bertie had been crazy abeut 


saxophones when he was about fifteen and 
he had one in the attic. Charles really 
played the piano well. Ted had a cornet 
and a West End boy knew something about 
drumming. 

After all this got in the papers a cheap 
musical instrument house wrote Bertie that 
they would furnish anything we lacked just 
for the publicity so there were seven pieces 
finally. They called themselves the Seven 
Dundee Jazz Hounds. I insisted that they 
practise at our house because mother has a 
trained ear for music and discords drive 
her mad. 

Discords! You should have heard the 
Dundee orchestra the first time they got 
together. I sat on the stairs with Jerry 
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and I thought we would die. They were 
terrible. We heard mother and dad sneak 
down the back stairs after about ten min- 
utes of it. 

Cal and Dora’s committee was having a 
gorgeous time. They had taken over the 
publicity end of things and they thought 
up more pure devilishment than you would 
believe existed in the whole world and 
everything went in the papers. They ar- 
ranged interviews for different committee 
heads, stole photographs, and even organized 
a strike of all the maids in town because 
desert islands should not have servants. 
The Frogs raised the maid’s wages though 
and ended that in a couple of days. 

The committee planned the Desert Island 
Custume. The girls wore bloomers and 
skirts made of strips of rags or paper. For 
waists we had a sort of sleeveless jacket af- 
fair. The boys wore track pants or bathing 
suit trunks with skins over their shoulders 
when they could find any. And we all 
went barefoot. And our pictures went in 
the papers that way too! 

The night the booze committee announced 
the first completed batch of what they called 
brandy, we had a tom-tom dance through 
the streets and down to the beach. Then 
we danced on the pier to the music of the 
Seven Dundee Jazz Hounds. They were 
not so bad by this time on account of 
practising every day. No one who heard 
them the first night would have believed 
they ever could make real music. The Pic- 
ture News man took flashlights of our 
party and I was having a wonderful time 
though the booze was a failure. It tasted 
like gasoline. 

And then my good time ended because 
that horrid reporter said something to me 
that made Jerry mad. Jerry rushed at him 
and the man backed up and raised his 
camera above his head to strike. I screamed 
and a crowd began to gather but that 
camera never struck Jerry’s head. The 
next thing I knew it was way out in the 
lake and the reporter lay on his back in the 
sand. Even then Jerry was not satisfied. 
He picked the man up by his belt and 
flung him into the lake too. So those flash- 
light pictures never were printed and they 
took the Picture News man to the hospital. 


FTER that most of the others went on 
Jazzing but Jerry and I sat back under 
the edge of the bluff and talked. 

“Jerry,” I said, “do the people who read 
the tabloids think we are bad?” 

I had been crying, and Jerry kept smooth- 
ing my hair. 

“Yes, Marion,” he said, “I expect they do.” 
“But we aren't,” I said 

“No,” he said, “most of us are as straight 
as a string.” 

“Do they think we are bad here in Dun- 
dee?” I persisted. “Your folks and mine, 
Jerry, what do they think?” 

And Jerry said, “Darned if I know what 
they think.” 

We decided we were sick of the whole 
thing and wished we could call it off. After 
a while several of the others drifted over to 
us and they said they certainly were tired 
of being devilish too. A person who has 
not tried it can’t imagine what a terrible 
strain it is to think up new ways to be 
devilish. However if we quit the Frogs 
would have won. We simply could not let 
them have that satisfaction. We did not 
know what to do. 

The fight between Jerry and the reporter 
was in other papers the next morning even 
though the Picture News lost out for once, 
and strange to relate they had the story 
almost right. I knew there was a meeting 
of the Frogs at ten. I wardered down 
town and saw a perfectly killing sight. 
Nearly all the boys were in front of the 
post office riding up and down on brand 
new bicycles. Jerry had written to a sales- 


man and he was there taking 1.0.U.’s for 
them. Mr. Hodge, the dance hall man, was 
with him vouching for the boys. 

And still better they nearly all had jobs! 
They had to have money and there was 
nothing else to do. Jerry was going to an 
electric company in Chicago. Ted Lane 
had a job with a fresh air camp as life 
guard and swimming instructor. Calvin 
Thompson was going to sell books right in 
Dundee to the Frogs. He did it too and 
cleaned up two hundred and _ thirty-seven 
dollars before school started in the fall. 
Bertie was going to try out with a real 
jazz band. Al had landed a job on a big 
dairy farm and Jimsy Cudahy, with all the 
money his family had, was going to be soda 
jerker in the village drug store! 

Jerry rode me home on his new bicycle 
and I kept wondering all the way what on 
earth the girls were going to do now. We 
rode to the summer house and—well, I— 
you cannot expect me to write down every- 
thing. When we came out I knew what I 
was going to do. I was going to hurry up 
and get through school and marry Jerry as 
soon as he could support me. 


UST before lunch mother knocked at my 

door. She looked wilted and mother 
hardly ever looks like that. She sat on the 
chaise longue and _ said, 
meeting this morning we decided that our 
experiment has been a failure and on the 
first of the month everything will be as 
usual. Will you please convey this infor- 
mation to—” And then she put her head 
in her hands and said, “Oh, Marion, we 
thought we were doing right but the paper 
this morning—” 

I knew she was crying and I just flew to 
her. Honestly I have the grandest mother. 
She understands everything. She does not 
care that Jerry is poor and a plumber’s son 
and has .n impossible stepmother. I told 
her how all the boys were going to work 
and there was a very funny expression on 
her face that I remembered afterwards. 

That night we had a last meeting of the 
Tygs in the old livery barn and voted to 
give a dance for all parents at the country 
club, music to be furnished by the Seven 
Dundee Jazz Hounds. 

That dance was a marvelous success. 
Everybody was there from the three hun- 
dred pound grocer to Mrs. “Mayflower” 
MacMahon, from Jimsy’s millionaire papa 
to the garbage man’s wife. All the news- 
papers gave it a write up. 

And speaking of newspapers mother wrote 
an article and it was published. She told 
us that she was going to write it but when 
we Tygs read it our back teeth nearly fell 
out from surprise. The last of it went 
something like this: 

“So we feel that the experiment in Dun- 
dee which was given such wide and often 
fraudulent publicity, was after all a suc- 
cess. The younger generation in our town 
previous to the desert island experiment 
were like so many glass bottles into which 
entertainment of all sorts was continually 
being poured. They never exerted them- 
selves. 

“Although many unfortunate and regret- 
table things happened as a direct result of 
our drastic action, nevertheless I call atten- 
tion to the fact that at the present time 
nearly every one of them is either holding 
down a job or has some profitable interest 
in life. And every Sunday sees a crowd of 
bicycle enthusiasts like their more sensibly 
brought up European cousins off to some 
favorite spot while the big cars stand idle 
in the garages.” 

Can you beat that? We're doing what 
they really wanted us to do all the time! 
But as I sit sewing in the summer house with 
Jerry’s last letter next to my heart I just 
can’t be mad at them. Suppose they were 
right! Who cares? 
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“Marion, at the! 


EARLE E. LEDERMAN <The Muscle-Builder 


Author of ‘Muscle , Building,” “Science of Wrestling,” 
“Secrets of Strength,” Here's He “Endurance,” etc. 


When Even Your Sweetheart 
Turns Away— 


Do you know what it means to be lonely and forgotten. 
To be without friends To have your mother begin 
to lose faith in you To have even your sweetheart 
turn away with scorn—even your wife go back on you— 
because you failed to deliver in a pinch—because you 
weren't able to play the man when you had the chance. 

Some day danger will confront you or your friends 
when you least expect it, and it will be up to you to 
overcome it or fall When that time comes will you 
be ready for it. Will you have the strength, the muscles, 
the stamina every man owes to himself if he wants to be 
loved and respected’ 


The Only Thing That Can Save You 

There comes a time in every man's life when strength 
—real strength—is the only thing that can save him. 
In war or in peace, on the sick-bed or in the prize ring, 
your strength either makes you the winner or the loser 
—and losing often means death 

Check up on yourself now. How are the old biceps? 
Are those rolls of flesh around your stomach pudgy fat 
or lean, strong muscles’ Are your legs like toothpicks 
or are they strong and shapely?’ How's your wind?’ 
If you got into a life-and-death rough and tumble scrap 
would you be on the bottom or on top when it’s all over” 
Come on, bow, be fair to yourself. If you haven't got 
the punch in a pinch, snap out of it, and be a man. 
There's a way to get that punch, and get it in a hurry, 
It's not difficult and it's quick—and it gives you real, 
live, red-blooded strength. I've given it to over 100,000 
men and many of them were weaker than you are when 
they started But they don't call me the Muscle- 
Builder for nothing. Here's what I guarantee to do for you. 


30 Days Will Do The Trick 


ath is all I need to show you just what a real muscle-builder 


One short m 
yust 30 days I'll begin by adding one whole inch of real 


derful health-producing strength across your che id will snap 
D ne thighs and calves of your legs will grow shapely and power 
ful, and your shoulders- will begin to widen and fill out with curves of 
muscle 

Life will begin to be worth-while. The little tasks that seem so hard now 


things. Your work will be like play, and the boss will begin to notice it 


too. Yes, sir, in just 30 days you'll begin to be somebody 
Then Things Will Begin to Happen 
Then give me 60 days more to work on you, and things will really 
start to happen. This timid weakling that everybody used to take ad- 
vantage of will now do some ordering pope d of his own And when 
he speaks people will jump, because he's found the strength to enforce 
his orders. In those three short months t is wi 
gained something that takes y 
Those big, powerful arme—that broad, handsome back—that shapely 
muscular neck What & picture you'll be in a bathing suit! What a sight 
in a gymnasium! You'll be a magnet for all women's eyes. That healthy, 
aggressive, erect stride of the man who knows what he wants and is going 
to get it, just commands attention 
Well, that’s the story in a nutshell. If you're man enough to work a 
little for the sake of your strength, success and happiness, just sit right 
down and mail me this coupon. It won't cost you a penny, and you can 


see for yourself why thousands of men have so much faith in Earle 
Liederman, the Muscle-Builder. 


Send for My New 64 Page Book 


“MUSCULAR DEVELOPMENT” 


IT IS FREE 
It contains forty-eight ful P age photographs of myself and some of 
the many wir I have trained 
me as pitiful weaklings, imploring me help ther 
now and you marvel at their present physiques 
n imp s real inspiration to you. 


of your future 
ppiness do not put it off. Send today- ah now before 


to it. This will not obligate you at all, but for t 


EARLE E. LIEDERMAN 
305 Broadway, New York City 


Dept. 5009 


EARLE E. LIEDERMAN, Dept. 5009 
305 Broadway, New York C 
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Dear Sir: Without any oblicat 
a copy of your latest book, 
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Ask Us About Companionate Marriage—We Know 


when they understand Understand that 
we're just as much married as any Mr. and 
Mrs. in Girard or any place else tor that 
matter 

For Girard is no different from any place 
else in its unreadiness to try to understand 
ind accept the new Take for instance 
what happened to Josephine in another 
ind larger town, Lawrence, Kansas, where 
she went to continue her high school course 

[he principal ot the school called her in 
one da With serious mien he began 

“You k-ow, young lady, we have very 
high ideal. :ere and so I'll have to ask you 
to remain silent 

Silent?” she gasped. 

Why, ves,” he went on You see some 
of the instructors here have threatened to 
take their children out of the school.” 

W hy 4 Josephine isked 

Because they dont want you to tell 
them about companionate marriage.” 


t to talk 


And so Josephine promised 
and didnt 


ATER, you know, we went to school to- 

4 gether in Lawrence, to the University of 
Kansas. We had a room together. By that 
time there had been all sorts of publicity 
about us Of course the other students 
had read it. It was very unpleasant. It 
was the beginning of that staring and 
whispering and nudging which we have 
never escaped since. As a result we avoided 
contacts with others and they thought we 
high toning them 
afterward we left the school. But 
it was not because of any unpleasantness 
or because, as has been wrongly intimated 


wert 
Soon 


we were asked to leave. It came about 
like this 
To help pay his way through college 


Aubrey was ushering at the Bowerstock 
Theater. One day he overheard the man- 
he would like to find a dancer to 
Greta Garbo in “The 


ager 
do a prologue for 
Divine Woman.” 

Josephine had been training to be a 
dancer. She had studied for years. It has 
always been her intention to go on the 
stage. So Aubrey suggested to the manager 
that he give her a chance 

“Okeh,” said the manager. 

“But not as ‘The Companionate Bride,’’ 


insisted Aubrey 

And so she went on billed as Greta 
Garbo's double Nobody knew who she 
was until three days later when one of 


the students recognized her 

And then—BANG!—there was 
blaze of publicity 

Then came all kinds of 
with the string attached to them that we 
be billed a The Companionate Couple.” 
We turned them down repeatedly but finally 
we had an offer to go to Kansas City at a 
good salary. It was too attractive to ignore 
We accepted an engagement 

And when we read the billboards, we saw 
Josephine Haldeman-Julius and Her Com- 
panionate Husband! 

The press agent announced that we were 
getting six hundred and fifty a week. He'll 
never go to heaven 

We did a ballroom dance together and 
Josephine was the rest of the act We 
played a week in Kansas City and we 
found we couldn't appear both on the 
stage there and in our classes at Lawrence 
We couldn't break our contract so we had 
to quit school 

We thought too that this was the first 
step in Josephine’s career We thought 
the world would recognize her as a dancer. 
We didn’t realize then, as we do now, that 


another 


offers but all 


[Continued from page 23] 


it was only The Companionate Bride” 
that they wanted her 

Later we went to OQmaha with the same 
act. One week there and then came that 
Los Angeles experience 

For the present, then, we have given up 
continuing on the stage. We 
have to wait until this 
publicity dies. We are going back to Chi- 
cago—Josephine to study, Aubrey to work. 
Eventually Josephine hopes to continue her 
chosen career, but just now we would rather 
be ourselves and obscure than “The Com- 
panionates” and famous 


our idea of 
know we will 


You see, in the final analysis, and to use 
a good, honest, colloquial phrase, we are 
just two evervday young folks trying to 
get along. We didn't choose all this public- 
ity and turor; it was thrust upon us. 


Let’s go back to the beginning of it all, so 
we can e plain 

For two vears before our marriage last 
November, we had been “going together.” 
For a long time, we had known, each of 
us, that we were in love. With a sincere 
idealism and high-mindedness—qualities that 
do not in any way distinguish us from 
any other American boy and girl who are 
honestly in love—we wanted each other as 
man and wife. But as an apparently in- 
surmountable obstacle to the achievement 
of that hope was the economic barrier of 
our youth and what it meant 

It meant that neither of us was financially 
in a position to take care of the other. It 
meant that Aubrey could not undertake the 
responsibility of a wife and home and 
family under the recognized family marriage 
system 


(ome On Jn! 


OU still have until cAugust 

20 to send us your prize con- 
test letter, telling the Editors of 
SMaArT Set “What You Liked 
Best and Why” in the eMay, 


July and August issues. 


So Get Busy! Who knows? 
‘You might be the $50 prize win- 
ner. ‘Your chances are ace high, 
even though the Editor’s desk is 
piled high with 
which are arriving every day. Jn 
order to give everybody a fair 


June, 


contest letters 


chance no judging will be done 
until after the contest closes, and 
the winners will be announced in 
the DNovember issue instead of 
October. 


Chor the second best letter 
Smart Ser will award $30; for 
the third best, $25; for the fourth 
best, $15 and $5.00 for the ten 


next best. 


So there we were, two mature young 
people, each very much in love with the 
other, each a thoroughly alive young animal, 
each experiencing all the emotienal and 
physical and sexual reactions which nature 
bestows on 

The situation was not at all unusual. It 
is perhaps one of the commonest situations 
in our lite today. 

And what often happens in that situation ? 

You all know the answer just as well as 
we. You all know of the subterfuges to 
which young people resort, the clandestine 
meetings and visits, the lies, the sneakings, 
the thousand and one undesirable things 
they resort to in order to have their love. 


WE DIDN’T want it that way. We 
didn’t think it was necessary or even 
desirable that way. Our love wasn’t seme- 
thing to be cheapened by stealing happiness, 
any more than it is now something to be 
cheapened by succumbing to the publicity 
that has engulfed us. 

And so we went to our parents, our 
understanding, modern parents whose fine 
intelligence has brought us the greatest hap- 


piness that life can hold for two young 
people. 

“We are in love,” we told them. “We 
want to marry but we know as well as 


you do that we cannot support each other 
or undertake the responsibilities of a home. 

“We each of us have our education and 
our careers to pursue. We have a long way 
to travel before we have reached the stage 
where we will be able to have a home and 
a family. Yet must we be deprived, 
throughout that long way, of the stimulus 
and the encouragement of each other’s com- 
panionship and love? 

“Must we go on wanting each other but 
not having each other simply because anti- 
quated custom says we must wait? 

“Why can’t we marry now, retain exactly 
our present economic status and agree not 
to have children until we are ready to sup- 
port a home?” 

Our parents’ reactions varied somewhat 
but none of them opposed our suggestion; 


none failed to see the justice and intel- 
ligence of the proposal. 
Aubrey’s mother cried. She said, “He 


seems so young, but—” 

His dad was more matter of fact. He 
said, “I’ve brought Aubrey up to do always 
what he believes is right. If he thinks 
he’s right now, then let him go ahead.” 

Josephine’s parents, writers and publishers, 
were intimately cognizant of Judge Ben 
Lindsey’s companionate marriage plan. 
Marcet, that’s Josephine’s mother, had in- 
terviewed Judge Lindsey, and E. H. J., her 
father, had carefully studied the plan. 

“Josephine is emotionally mature,” said 
her father. “There’s no use of her wasting 
her life and having affairs without marry- 
ing. As long as she loves Aubrey and his 


parents are willing, why shouldn’t they 
marry ?” 

Josephine’s mother felt the same way. 
“You youngsters seem emotionally and 
physically ready for marriage, and I see 


no reason why you should continue apart 
if you are sure you really love each other. 
But are you sure?” 

Of course we insisted that we were. But 
Marcet proposed to put our love to trial. 
Modern as she was, Josephine’s mother was 
nevertheless old fashioned enough to resort 
to the sort of test that had been imposed 
upon lovers from time immemorial. 

“I want you to be happy,” she explained, 
“and you can’t be happy if you marry and 
then find you’ve made a mistake. You see, 


 — 


there is always the danger that your emo- 
tions are running away with you, that you’re 


doing something rash. Why not part for 


a while, stay away from each other entirely, 
and see if your love survives the test of 
separation ?” 

In the end we accepted her suggestion. 
1g We saw the wisdom of her point, precisely 
ne as the parents had seen the wisdom of ours. 
il, And so, without further ado, Aubrey 
id started on a hitch hike tour of America 
re that led eventually to his shipping on a_| 

transatlantic vessel. It took nearly five 
It months, that trip, before he came back to 
ns Kansas. 

“Now, are you still in love? Do you} 
1? still feel you must have each other? Do 
as you still want to marry at once?” they 
to asked us. 
ne “More than ever,” we replied. We had} 
rs, learned the truth of the old adage, “Absence | 
gs makes the heart grow fonder.” Ancient | 
e. as it is, that old saw, it’s ever new and 

ever true. | 
Ve And so it was agreed that we should 
en marry. 
e- We never even dreamed then what that 
$S, marriage of ours would mean. We never | 
be dreamed of the hurricane of publicity that 
ty would follow or of the storm of comment 

and questioning and excitement that would 
ur break about our heads. Maybe if we had 
ne known these things we would not have done | 
p- it. But now that we have done it, we| 
ng know that we would do it over again.) 

Even though we didn’t anticipate the | 
Ve extent of the ballyhoo that actually followed, 
as we did wonder what sort of talk would 
er be occasioned in a small town by a more 
e. or less sudden marriage of two school 
ad children such as we. You know all the 
ay world loves to gossip and gossip thrives 
ge nowhere better than in a small town. 
nd 
d, T WAS Marcet who achieved the solution. 
us Instead of having the marriage fall like 
n- a thunderbolt she gave an announcement 

party. She invited to tea at her home all 
ut the teachers of the community. And then 
ti- and there she calmly broke the news to 

them with the: formal announcement that 
ly Josephine was to be married. Coming as 
ot it did, that announcement left no room for 
p- misunderstanding. And the teachers, having 

been taken into our confidence, were in a 
at position to check gossip even before it | 
n; started. That’s just what happened. | 
el - But as yet, the world hadn’t discovered | 

that we were to be companionately married. 
He That came later, like this. 

A while before the date for our wedding, 
He which had been set for Thanksgiving day, 
ys Josephine’s mother had gone to Denver to | 
ks interview Judge Lindsey. In turn the news- 

papers interviewed her. They wanted to 
rs, get the reactions of this woman, herself a 
en mother, to the new plan. 
in. They asked her, for one thing: 
in- “Would you let your daughter enter into 
ler a companionate marriage?” 
; Of course she said yes. 
tid And at once newspaper headlines screamed | 
ng the news that Marcet Haldeman-Julius | 
y- would let her daughter be a companionate 
his bride. From that moment on, our time was 
ey not our own. They learned that we were 
to be married very soon and the hue and 
ay. cry broke in full force. 
nd At the outset we couldn’t even sleep 
see nights. The telephone would ring in both 
art our homes at all hours of the day or night, 
er. with editors and reporters and photographers 
and newsreel men wanting us to talk or to 
jut pose. 
al. At first, we tried to avoid it all. We 
yas didn’t know what to do—it was all so| 
ort new and sudden—so we made the mistake 
ed of trying to evade them by denying that 
we were to be companionately married. But 
ed, Josephine’s mother showed us we were 
nd wrong. ! 


Why Folks Get 


and how they lose it 


Science, some years ago, 
found a cause of excess fat 
which is easy to correct. 
Scientists proved it on thou- 
sands of test animals, then 
on human beings. The 
results were reported in 
medical journals, and the use 
of this method has spread 
the world over. 

Then a great medical lab- 
oratoryembodied this method 
in Marmola prescription tab- 
lets. They have now been 
used for 20 years—millions 
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One simply takes four tablets . 
daily until weight comes ap 
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The prescription is not 
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= the formula complete. 
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may know they are natural 
helpful. 
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of boxes of them. The use fat Few things bring 
has grown to vast proportions through users more joys to men and women than reduction . 
telling others. by Marmola. C 
The results are seen in every circle. Slender- Go get a box and watch effects. You will 
ness prevails. Excess fat is much less com- _ be delighted. 
mon than it was. Now physicians everywhere , 
are prescribing for obesity the chief factor 
in Marmola. gist who is out will order from his jobber. 
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your own dresses without cost 
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women look old. Annette Kellermann’s 
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quickly and safely. Send for it today! 
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“Why beat around the bush?” she wanted 
to know. “They'll learn it sooner or later. 
Tell them the truth. It’s the first step in 
your experiment in truth. It is companion- 
ate marriage. Why not come right out and 
tell them so.” 

We did. And the storm was on 
double fury We felt that it would 
end after we had actually been married, 
we moved the wedding ahead three days. 
wedding day was one of those gray, 
ones but that didn’t balk them. They 
were out in force and we even had to 
stand out in the rain for them, while the 
newsreel cameramen ground hundreds of feet 
of film away at us 

But honeymooners want some time to 
themselves. We were nothing then but just 

happy newlyweds, even though there 
a new adjective attached to our wedding. 
we dodged them. We slipped away to 
Joplin, Missouri, and for three happy days 
no one knew where we were 

But you can’t hide from the newspapers 
for long. We found that out and they found 
us out. But a kindly hotel management pro- 
tected us, and so, even though they had lo- 
cated us, they weren't allowed to bother us 
a several more days. 


with 
all 


rainy 


Was 
SO 


TOW, in the endless publicity that has fol- 
lowed, we don’t feel that we have al- 
ways gotten a square deal. We have learned by 
bitter experience to be always extremely care- 
ful of what we say and do and how we pose. 
There was, for instance, that time we posed 
the dressing room of the theater where 
we were playing. Some photographer asked 
us to pose with Aubrey hooking the back of 
Josephine’s dancing dress, while Josephine 
powdered her nose. 
The picture came blazing 
caption: 
“Maid as Well as Mate!” 
We don’t like the idea that seems somehow 
incorporated in that. It tends to lend an air 
of effeminacy to Aubrey and if there’s any- 
thing any less effeminate than he, Josephine 
swears she ! 


out with this 


can’t imagine what it is! 

Yet we both feel this—and it gives us some 
measure of payment for the ordeals of pub- 
licity we have undergone—that the day will 
come, and not long from now, when people 
will laugh at the attention we got, and won- 
der how the newspapers were ever so foolish 
as to waste all that space and effort on some- 
thing as ordinary as companionate marriage. 

Aside from this inescapable publicity, there 
is one other thing we have to contend with 
all the time. That is the flood of stupid, 
uninformed, silly, senseless questions we get. 
People hear the phrase “companionate mar- 
riage,’ and jump at conclusions. 

They ask us, for instance 

“Let me see, now. Which year is it that 
you'll get vour divorce?” They simply can’t 
get away from the idea that our marriage is 
on some sort of time basis, at the end of 
which we automatically are to get a divorce. 

Why, there’s nothing further from our 
mind than divorce. We're simply not inter- 
ested in it. And yet we're asked about it 
and pestered to explain what our attitude to- 
ward it is. 

We explain to them that we’re married for 


life, as far as our beliefs and our hopes are 
concerned. We're not contemplating divorce 
ever. But, if ever the time should come when 


we find we are quarreling, and unhappy, and 
unfit to go on together, then we believe with 
Judge Lindsey that we will have reached a 
situation where the matter should not be 
placed in the law’s hands, but rather in the 
hands of experts. 

Our problem should be placed in the hands 
of specialists who understand the complicated 
and widely varying factors that enter into 
that problem. Judze Lindsey suggests, in- 
stead of the divorce courts, a “House of 
Human Welfare,” where unhappy couples 


New York ican submit their problems to specialists in 
98 


psychology, physiology, sex, passions and 
all the thousand and one other things that 
enter into the problems that will come there. 
Then, separately and together, these prob- 
lems will be threshed out with the husband 
and wife. The specialists will consider each 
case, too, without the presence of either hus- 
band or wife. And if it’s humanly possible, 
divorce will be avoided, and the couples 
brought together on the right road to happi- 
ness again. And if it’s utterly impossible to 
avoid divorce, if it’s better that they should 
be parted, then that divorce would be given 
decently, and without the mud and filth that 
characterize the divorce court at present. 


There you have our attitude toward di- 
vorce. It’s the one thing, probably, about 
which we're asked more questions than any 
other single point. 

Another thing we're asked about is the 
matter of children. 

“Of course you've agreed not to have any 


children until you’re ready to support them 
and a home,” they say, “but what if you do 
have children, despite that agreement ?” 

Our answer is very simple: 

If a child should be born to us, then our 
companionate marriage would at that mo- 
ment automatically become a family marriage, 
just like all the millions of family marriages 
that fill the homes of America. 

We are not opposed to having children 
But we are opposed to having them now, 
before we are ready to support them. We 
don’t want anyone to misunderstand us. We 
hope, some day, to have our own home and 
children. And then Josephine’s career will 
cease to be dancing; it will be homemaking 
and mothering. 

Just the other day, in Los Angeles, we were 
interviewed and during the course of the 
talk, we explained that point. We wanted to 
illustrate it and so we dressed up a pillow as 
a baby, and with Josephine holding it and 
Aubrey looking over her shoulder, we posed 
for the most typical family picture that you 
have ever seen. And some day, that'll be 
real! It won't be a pillow; it'll be a baby— 
or two—or three. 

Then, even as now, our marriage will con- 
tinue to be on the fifty-fifty basis. We'll both 
do our share of the job, Aubrey to bring-in 
the money, Josephine to make the home. 
Now, we both bring in the money or try to, 
at least. 


HAT we earn we put in a common 

fund. We each spend what we see fit. 
We buy our requirements, each without 
having to ask the other’s permission first. 
We even pay for our separate meals when 
we dine out. That Aubrey does the 
actual paying, because it looks better for a 
man to do that. But afterwards each of 
us is charged for whatever we ate. 

There’s nothing unusual in our 
arrangements. They're not at all 
from what hundreds and hundreds 
married couples are doing today. 

And some day all the rest of our agreement 
will be nothing unusual. There'll be not hun- 
dreds, but thousands of couples, who will be 
as frank as we are in admitting their com- 
panionate marriage. And in whatever degree 
our own activity and publicity has helped 
bring that about, we are happy. 

You ask us if we're sorry we did it. 

We tell you we're not. 

You ask if we'd do it all over again. 

We tell you we certainly would. 

You ask us if we'd wait until later, if we 
were back where we started. 

And we tell you that we’re only sorry that 
we didn’t do it sooner than we did 

You ask us if we're happy. 

We tell you we're divinely happy. 

And you ask us if we'd advise other young 
couples in our circumstances to do what we 
have done. 

And we shout: 

“YES!!!” 
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Ain’t Nature Wonderful? 


[Continued from page 33] 


“Ain't we the girl scouts!” I cry. “And 
how!” 

We take the ferry across the Hudson and 
having filled up with gasoline, paid for by 
me, drive north on the wondertul highway 
that runs along the river. Really, I defy 
anyone to be downhearted among scenery 
like that. In spite of myself I grow less 
rebellious. We buzz along singing the latest 
hits and putting the miles behind us. Late 
in the afternoon we arrive at the town near 
which authentic information alleges the 
mountain villa of Churchill Thomas to be. 

Smoothness is now a thing of the past. 
In the first place, we are climbing, and 
secondly, I have discovered what they do 
with all the old bumps that they take out 
of Fifth Avenue. They bring them up here 
and dump them. 

“Goodness,” gasps Seena; “this is terrible.” 

But there are other difficulties. As we 
struggle on, the tiny car, laden with its 
array of sporting goods, becomes as warm 
as an Elks’ Convention on Parade. You'd 
think the radiator was a peanut stand, and 
the odor of burnt oil is nothing that Coty 
concocted. 

“Seena,” I demand. “Stop!” 

I speak too late. Our car acts for itself, 
and the ensuing stillness is broken only by 
the bubble-guggle of the radiator. From 
the smoke pouring out of the hood you 
would think we were an Indian signal fire. 

Seena stubbornly presses her foot on the 
starter, but without results. We have cer- 
tainly arrived, and her and I could fix a 
steamboat as well as we could this auto- 
mobile. 

Perhaps you can imagine that French 
heels and chiffon hose are not the most 
practical things in the world to navigate that 
road in The great outdoors is getting 
darker and darker until it is like a whale’s 
second stomach seen from within. By the 
time I and Seena see a light in the distance 
we are both ready to lay down in the dust 
and let the birds cover us with leaves. 

“TI hope,” Seena pants, “that this is the 
house.” 


VERYTHING is perfectly still. Then the 

door swings open abruptly and we are 
confronted by a little, wizened man. The 
man ‘ooks at us, rather startled, and makes 
a deep bow. 

“Howdy,” is his greeting. ~“It’s the 
Countess of Marlborough and the Duchess 
of Trent, isn’t it?” 

What a reception. But it annoys Seena. 
“Say,” she frowns. “Don’t get fresh. Is 
this Mr. Churchill Thomas’s house ?” 

The only reply she draws is a blank. 

“Who lives here, mister?” Seena goes on 
sharply. 

“Ssssssshhh!” He glances mysteriously 
around him. “I,” he whispers, “am Charlie 
Chaplin.” 

“Oh, my Gawd,” I moan. “You might 
know it. Seena, it’s the nut Jerry was 
telling us about. Listen, mister, can’t you 
get your mind off of Hollywood? Tell us, 
have you got a telephone in your house?” 

He shakes his head. “I have a little 
mustache, though,” he says confidentially. 
“I stick it on. Would you like to see it?” 

I look at Seena and shake my head 
hopelessly. “No use,” I mutter. “No use.” 

“I’m going to try something,” she whis- 
pers, and turns to him. “Mister Chaplin, 
can you tell us where Harold Lloyd lives? 
Is it far away ?” 

A cunning smile spreads over the man’s 
face. He takes one long look at Seena 
before he tears past us at a dead run and 
disappears into the dark. 


S WE stand there wondering what to 
do, we become aware of a great com- 
motion approaching through the woods, and 
to our relief plainly audible is the bull-like 
voice of Jerry. 


“The bodyguard,” I snicker. “Mr. Chap- | 


lin is bringing your friend back with him.” 


We hurry off the porch as the pair of | 


them come thundering up. “I told you to 


stay offa our place, and I mean it,” yelps | 


Jerry. But Mr. Chaplin is dashing on ahead 
and without a word he streaks across the 
porch and slams the door behind him. I 
hear the bolt click and then see him with 
his nose pressed to the glass, looking out 
of the window. 

“Right on the job I see, you watchful 
fellow you,” I call mockingly to the former 
leather-pusher. He jumps as if he had been 
introduced to a bee 

“Huh?” he grunts. “Who's that?” 
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Seena brushes past me. “I must say,” 


she complains, “this is a fine reception.” 
“Seena!” bleats Jerry. 
“Yes,” she chills. 
about that? I told you I was coming, 
didn’t 1?” 


“But baby,” he protests, “I sent you a | 


wire not to come. I sounded out the boss 
but he said absolutely no soap. He won't 
have a skirt on the premises.” 

“Ha, ha, ha,” retorts Seena. “I just 
about break my neck coming to see you 
and this is the news I get. Who invited 
me up here?” 

The brain storm's teeth begin to shine in 
the lamplight, and he chuckles. “Never 


“What's surprising | 


mind,” he says. “I'll fix you. I’m gonna | 


put one over. Churchy’s gone for the eve- 


ning, so I’m gonna hide you babies in the | 


woods.” 

“Seena,” I interrupt, “I don’t like this. 
Let’s us get quietly out of here. If your 
brilliant friend can start our car I vote that 
we turn it around and head for home 
Who wants to stay around a bunch of nuts 
and cranky millionaires ?” 

But Seena is looking devotedly at her 
Jerry. “Jerry will take care of us,” she 
says, and the outcome of it is that Jerry 
does. 

He first deposits me and Seena in a safe, 
dark place where Mr. Chaplin won’t annoy 
us and then disappears in quest of the 
automobile. It is quite a wait, but eventu- 
ally he comes back with it miraculously 
restored to life, and conducts us stealthily 
through the woods, past Mr. Thomas's big 
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but 


, house, far from the lake 


entirely 


to a spot not 
screened from view. 

By the light the headlights 
burdens the car its cumbersome 
and lays them on the gr: 
furious struggle he sorts these things into 
order and then, piece by piece, our wood- 
land dwelling begins to take shape. Some 
of the folding articles are an awiul tax on 
his intellect, but at last everything, tents, 
cots, tables, chairs, oil-stove, lantern and 
all, is ready 

Jerry is 


‘There you are, 


he un- 
bundles 
Aiter a 


ot 
ot 
out 


iss 


shovel. 
“ain't 
Every- 
don’t 


puffing like a steam 
girls,” he announces, 
this got Asb’ry Park beat a mile? 
thing but the wall paper, and you 
have to tip no hop 
| “You wonderful man! 
| “Yes, you great big 
Andy!” I echo “Now you've got us in 
here, you can figure some way of getting us 
out Take that back with you to your 
millionaire’s shack and ponder over it!” 

I've heard it said that people spending 
| their first night in the great open spaces are 
unable to sleep, but as far as my own 
experience is concerned that statement is 
inact We pry open a few cans and 
soothe pangs of hunger, and I stretch 
on my cot for just about three minutes. I 
think that my body has known softer 
accommodation and wonder if there really 
are any bears, when the first thing I realize 
there is a spear of sunlight toying with my 
features and it is morning. And what a 
morning ! 


Seena 
marvelous Handy 


cries 


irate 


the 


from beneath the covers while 
Seena is still lost in dreams on the other 
side of the tent, and step forth into the 
dawn. It makes me feel like leaping into a 
tree and warbling like a robin. At that 
moment I lose most of the numerous objec- 
tions I have had to this sort of thing and 
become a care free enthusiast. 

Through the trees I catch sight of the 
blue water of the lake, and in an instant 
I am charging in that direction. The leafy 
spot by the shore is completely sheltered 
and with an adventurous thrill I obey that 
impulse and wade in 

I revel in the best bath of my life and 
when I have lazily resumed my draperies I 
stroll away through a hallway of trees 
along the edge of the water. 

I have not gone very far when I get a 
shock that brings me back to earth. 

“Mr. Thomas,” comes  Jerry’s 
“there ain’t a girl in ten miles. 
worryin’ about nothin’.” 

Ain't that a laugh! Looking wildly about 
I perceive a little clump of 


voice, 
You're 


and dart into the middle of it. I strain 
my ears to hear Churchill’s answer. 
| “T was told in the village,” he says, “that 


a woman inquired the way to this place 
yesterday.” 

“If she shows up,” Jerry blusters, “leave 
her to me. I'll see that she don’t get near 
you.” That’s a good one, ain't it, with me 
resting uneasily a few feet away? 

“Just the same,” says Churchill anxiously, 
“I wish you'd take a good look through 
the woods after breakfast and see that 
there’s nobody hiding there. I have the 
feeling that some one’s around and it makes 
me uneasy because the detective that was 
watching the girl who sent me those letters 
reports that she has disappeared.” 

‘That jane ain’t got a chance, Mr. 
Thomas,” is Jerry’s reply. “Not with me 
taking care of you.” 

I pull a branch aside to catch a glimpse 
of this elusive millionaire that hates the 
lassies so and what I see is something no 
photograph ever did justice to! I mean 
there’s a fellow I could care for and money 
lhas nothing to do with it. He’s simply 
wonderful looking, tall and handsome with 
crinkly brown hair, the kind I love to 
|touch. Oh, my! 


100 


thick bushes. 


I wish I could look at him closer, but 
they turn and walk away. When they 
are out of sight I steal noiselessly from my 
hiding place and hurry back to our tent. 

“Just my luck,” I moan to Seena, who 
is up and toying with the stove. “The one 
fellow I've ever seen that gave me a genuine 
thrill not only hates all women, but is at 
this moment suspicious that some of them 
are hereabouts, meaning us, and anxious 
to get rid of them!” 

“For heaven’s sake,” she gasps. “Are 
you going to join the ranks of the Churchill 
Thomas hunters? Say, be mature! Think 
of something practical, like getting our 


breakfast.” 
“I thought a camper like you would love 
cooking,” I retort 
Seena sniffs disdea 
here to see Jerry,” she 
drudge. If he doesn’t 
convenient I’m going home.” 
“I myself,” I moon, “will 
this place until they drag me. 
may not know I exist; he may want to get 
rid me, but long as this heart beats, 
there’s a chance! And here I stay!” 
“You're going gaga,” she withers 
I really have a frightful time with that 
girl the rest of the day I suppose all of 
Jerry’s intellect is concentrated on the task 
of keeping his boss from strolling in our 
direction, and that he doesn’t dare to dally 
with her. Anyway he doesn’t show up. 
In fact it is after dark before Jerry 
arrives and then he comes upon us 
noiselessly that he gives us both a fright. 
“Having a good time?” he begins. 
My girl friend recital 


“T came up 
“not to be a 
things more 


infully 
chills, 
make 


never leave 
Churchill 


ot 


so 


launches into a oi 
grievances that would torment any ear drum, 
and I slip away. I want to get over to- 
wards that house. There might be a win- 
dow shade up and I might see Churchill. 

It’s awfully dark. The wind is sighing 
through the trees in a mysterious sort of 
way and I slip along through the under- 
brush. The woods at night have a wonder- 
ful smell. There are sort of Christmas 
trees mixed in with the others and they 
make it just like the pillow that mama 
brought back from Maine when I was a 
kid. The house as it looms up is ablaze 
with lights 

What a romantic place, I think, to spend a 
honeymoon. And at that precise instant a 
whiff of something comes to my nostrils that 
makes me stand stiller than a clothing store 
dummy. I ain’t worked around a cosmetic 
counter all this time to be unable to identify 
perfume, no matter where < meet it, and the 
scent that has come waftin. out of the woods 
didn’t grow on a tree. It’s jasmine! And 
where you find jasmine you find a skirt. 


HERE is a crackling of the underbrush 
over to one side and a little murmur of 
voices. I step carefully that way. 
“All right,” I hear. “Go on in, and when 
you scream I'll come in with the camera.” 
That's enough. It sets my heart to beating 
wildly. It’s a man talking to a girl and some- 
thing tells me they’re after my Churchill. 
What'll I do? I think desperately. I can't 
get Jerry. There isn’t time. He ought to be 
up there watching. How dare he leave! 
The two have gone off toward the house. 
If I could only get there ahead of them. If 


I could only get inside maybe I could do 
something. Well, I'll try. It’s my single 
chance. 


Careless of the noise I break into a run. 
Branches slap me in the face and twigs pull 
my hair but nothing like that can stop me. 
I come out of the trees and hurry across the 
lawn. To my relief there is a back door and 
it is open. An instant later I am in the 
kitchen. I can smell Churchill’s pipe smoke 
from somewhere in front and there is a radio 
playing. Thank goodness, I am in time! I 
realize that I am trembling like a leaf 

Then I tense all over as there is a knock at 


the front door, Churchill's tootsteps cross 
the room and as I hear him speak I creep 
forward 

“Yes,” he says. 
come in. Jerry! 
where Jerry is. 

“Goed evening, Mr. Thomas,” says the 
girl, She has pushed past him and I hear 
him follow her. 

“You'll have to leave the house immedi- 
ately,” he demands 

She doesn’t waste time, that cat. “Oh,” 
she moans suddenly. “I feel so faint.” 

There is a rustling noise that can only be 
Churchill catching her in his arms as she pulls 
a fall. That’s the signal for me. Just as she 
lets out a piercing shriek I dart into the 
room. From the corner of my eye I see her 
accomplice come through the front entrance 
but I don’t stop for him. With one shove I 
push her out of the way and take my stand 
beside Churchill. 

“Don't ask questions,” I murmur and link 
my arm through his. “I’m a friend of Jerry’s. 
Let me take care of this.” Then I turn to 
the other two. 

“Yes?” I eyebrow in my best Harlem 
manner. “And what do you want?” 

The man in the doorway is doing his best 
to get out of sight; the girl is struggling furi- 
eusly to her feet and I expect her to leap at 
me. 

“Who are you?” she cries. “What have 
you got to do with Churchill Thomas?” 

“Dearie,” I answer, “haven’t you missed 
your connections? I think you belong in 
the next house with the crazy man. If it 
means anything to you, I am Mrs. Churchill 
Thomas, thanks. The orchard is closed. The 
easy pickings are gone forever so take your 
racket somewhere else. Furthermore, I hap- 
pened to hear you and your boy friend out 
in the woods talking about screams and 
cameras and if you’re not out of here in 
exactly one minute, me and Churchy will 
have you thrown to the wolves. Now beat 
it!” 

You never saw two people move so quick, 
or such a surprised person as Mr. Churchill 
Thomas. His jaw drops to his chest with as- 
tonishment. And they? They simply fade. 

“Your bodyguard’s a lot of help,” says I. 
“Well, it’s a nice night, isn’t it?” 

“What? Where?” he stammers. 

“Just one of the females,’ I assure him, 


“Look here, you can't 
Jerry!” But I know 


but before I can go further there is a noise; 


like the arrival of a tractor and Jerry, fol- 
lowed by Seena, comes bursting into the room. 

“Say, sister,” the ex-mauler bellows, “don’t 
you know that frills ain't allowed around 
here? What do you mean by screamin’, any- 
way?” Then he recognizes me. “Holy 
smoke,” he gasps. “You!” 

“Myself,” I mock. “Ain’t you a little 
late ?” 

“Jerry,” says 
bodyguard.” 

“It wasn’t me that screamed, you clever 
detective, you.” I go on. “I was merely do- 
ing your job. And now, having enjoyed your 
company and Mr. Thomas's ever so much, I 
suppose me and Seena will have to be getting 
back to New York, where they don’t object 
to ladies and a girl doesn’t need a permit 
from the governor to take three steps in a 
westerly direction.” 

“Mr. Thomas,” says Jerry humbly, “it’s 
all my fault. I made some crack to these girls 
about them comin’ up here—” 

But Churchill is standing there looking at 
me, and listen, boy and girl friends, my heart 
begins to beat from the bottom up. For his 
look holds the light that every girl hopes to 
see and seldom does 

“T hope none of you go,” he says. “I’ve 
found the best bodyguard I ever had in my 
life.” He takes a step toward me. “Please 
don’t go,” he begs. 

Love at first sight? I don't know how it 
works for others, but I know what it did to 
me. At that moment I seem to float right 
up toward the ceiling with joy. 

“I could camp here forever!” I cry. 

“You know,” he says, and the whole talk 
seems to narrow down to us two, “that plan 
you suggested about the orchard being closed 
has its points!” 

Yes, he kissed me that night and later he 
and I had our honeymoon there. Lads and 
lassies, it exceeded even my wildest dreams 
of what a honeymoon could be. 

Seena and Jerry had theirs in Asbury Park. 
Yes, my girl friend married her odd admirer. 


Churchill, “you’re a fine 


She only stood the woodland life a week. 


Then she took the little automobile back to 
the drug store clerk, and Jerry went along 
with her and they were married a few days 
later. 

What did Churchill need with a body- 
guard? He had me! 


My Vacuum Cleaner 


(Continued from page 63) 


more or less at Leon’s invitation and we 
sat down in the living room to think. Leon 
seemed on the whole a little sleepy. 

“I’m afraid I woke you up,” I ventured, 
sipping my highball. 

“Oh, not at all,” he replied with a yawn. 
“I really consider it a compliment that you 
came to me first.” 

“No,” I insisted. 
you up.” 

Finally Leon had an idea. 

“T tell you what,” he said. 

“What?” I replied. 

“The trouble is,” he announced, “that you 
probably haven't got the right kind of dirt 
on your rug.” 

“How do you mean?” 

“Well,” he replied, shrugging his shoulders, 
“Tl bet you haven’t got the dirt which is 
most suitable for your type of machine.” 

It seemed like a very interesting idea. 

“Maybe you're right,” I muttered. 

“Of course I'm right,” said Leon and with 
that he went into the next room and came 
back with a handful of black dirt such as 
is often seen in flower pots. 

“Now here,” said Leon, convincingly, “is 
probably just the right kind of dirt. You 
take this upstairs, put it on your rug, start 
your vacuum cleaner and see what happens. 


“I'm afraid I woke 


If it is the right kind, I'll let you have a 
lot more tomorrow.” 

I got up, knocking over my _highball 
glass and took the dirt. 

“Leon,” I , Said, “this is certainly mighty 
nice of you 

“Not at n he replied, holding open the 
outside door, “always glad to help a friend.” 

“That’s what you are,” I said, “a true 
friend.” 

I found myself in the hall and walked 
slowly upstairs, taking particular care not 
to spill any of the precious dirt. When I 
reached my living room, I carefully did as 
Leon had directed. And then, with trem- 
bling hands, I turned on the motor and 
steered the cleaner toward the experimental 
spot. It reached the edge, hesitateu and 
then passed slowly over. After a minute I 
looked back. The dirt had disappeared. 

“Thank God,” I murmured and putting 
down the vacuum cleaner without even 
bothering to shut it off I rushed out and 
down to Leon’s room. I rang the bell 
again and again. For some reason he did 


not answer. I rang again and then decided | 


to tell him in the morning. 

In the morning, when I finally woke up, 
the vacuum cleaner was still running. So 
I shut it off and fed the cat. 
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“What would I do 
if I lost my job?” 


UPPOSE your employer notified you to-morrow 
s that he didn’t need you any longer? Have 

you any idea where you could get another 
position ? 

Don't have this spectre of unemployment hanging 
over your head forever. Train yourself to do some 
one thing so well that your services will be in de- 
mand. Employers don't discharge such men. They 
promote them! 

Decide to-day that you are going to get the spe- 
cialized training you must have if you are ever 
going to get-—and keep—a real job at a real salary. 
It is easy if you really try. 

Right at home, in the odds and ends of spare time 
that now go to waste, you can prepare for the 
position you want in the work you like best. For 
the International Correspondence Schools will train 
you just as they are training thousands of other 
men—no matter where you live—no matter what 
your circumstances. 

At least find out how, by marking and mailing 
the coupon printed below. There's no cost or 
obligation, and it takes only a moment of your time, 
but it may be the means of changing your whole life. 


Mail the Coupon To-day! 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
“The Universal University’’ 
Box 6256-M, Seranton, Penna. 


Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy a 
your booklet, “Who Wins and Why,” and full particulacs 
about the subject before which 1 have maried X: 

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
Business Management Advertising 

Industrial Management English 
Personnel Management Correspondence 
() Traffic Management Show Card and Sign 
Accounting and C. P. A. Lettering 

Coaching OStenography and Typing 
Cost Accounting Civil Service 
Bookkeeping Railway Mail Clerk 
(J Salesmanship () Common School Subjects 

Secretarial Work (J High School Subjects 
(JSpanish French C) Mustrating Cartooning 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 


Electrical Engineer CZ Architect 
Electric Lighting ( Architects’ Blueprints 
Mechanical Engineer Contractor and Builder 
C) Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman 
() Machine Shop Practice C) Concrete Builder 
Railroad Positions Structural Enginee 
}Gas Engine Operating C)Chemistry () Pharmacy 
]Civil Engineer Mining J Automobile Work 
and Mapping } Airplane Engines 


Plumbing and Heatin Agriculture and Poultry 


| USteam Engineering Radio Mathematics 


Name 
Street Address..... 


City State 
if you reside in Canada, send this coupon to the Interna- 
tional Corresponde nce Schools Canadian, imited, Montreal 


Women “‘go wild” over. f= 
smart line of Dress Goods, Silks, 
Wash Fabrics—Handkerchiefs, 
Fancy Goods, Easy sales, big 


repeat trade, Liberal commis- 
sions and bonuses. Men and wo- 
men, full or spare time.1000 sam- 
plea furnished. Write quickly. 
The National Importing Co. 

5-87. 573 Broadway, N. ¥. 


Theatre 


DRAMA—OPERA—PHOTOPLAY 
STAGE DANCING COLLEGE 
ART AND SCIENCE OF SINGING. 


oinectors 
flan Dale 
production Students afforded 
} Brody N. rances and experience with 
stock at Alviene Art Theatre. 
Jd. 5h For catalogue (state study desired) to 
SA wbert 
Marguerite Clark 


Secretary, 66 W. 85th St., N.Y. Ex 
Rese Coghlan 
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Has Been 
Safe and Sure 
for Many 
SINCE 1887 


OR 40 years wise physicians have pre- 
. ribed the use of Tyree’s Antiseptic 
Powder as a douche solution and for 


home uses for these important reasons 


It can be used by any one without skilled 
supervision because it will not harm the most 
delicate tissues under any circumstances. It 
is not poisonous to human beings and acci- 
dents cannot happen with it And vet it is 
the most satisfactory Antiseptic known to 
‘used freely for personal 


science that may be 

or home use. Every speck of this velvety. 
fire powder is quickly soluble in water. It 
not only kills all germs but at the same time 
heals, deodorizes and soothes. Conveniently 
packaged for home or travel and always 


Easy and economical 


Syree: 


wrapped in blue tissue 
to use. 


Wherever 
are sold - - 
Just say —> ANTISEPTIC 
PowDER 
We will gladly send you a liberal trial package of 
Tyree’ s Antiseptic Powder and our valuable booklet, 
‘Feminine Hygiene.”’ presenting facts every woman 


should know, on receipt of 10 cents (stamps or coin) 
to cover handling 


J. S. TYREE, Chemist, Inc. 
HH, Washington, D. C. 


Service Dept. 


ri Pay Your Bills 


and give you a steady income 
for the rest of your life, if you'll 
» care of my business in your 
No experience needed. 
spare time. You don't 
cent, just be my local 
Make $15.00 a day easy. 
a Chrysler Sedan I fur- 
distribute teas, coffee, 
people eat. I furnish 
finest super-sales 


Full or 
Invest one 
partner. 
ide in 
nish and 
spices. extracts, things 
everything, including world’s 
outfit containing 32 full size packages of highest 
quality products. Lowest prices. Big, permanent 
repeat business. Quality guaranteed by $25,000.00 


bond, With person I select as my partner, I go 
50-50. Get my amazing offer for your locality. 
WRITE OR WIRE 
Cc. W. VAN DE MARK, 
Dept. 1082-JJ, 117 Duane St., Cincinnati, Ohio 
Copyright 1428 by The Health-O Quality Products Co. 


our Personal 


-/i ppearance 


is now more than ever the key- 
note of success, both in social and 
business life. Improve your per- 
sonal appearance by using the 
new patent “Lim-Straitner,” 
Model IS. Corrects now Bow 
and Knock kneed legs safely, 
quickly and permanently at 
home. No costly operation or 
discomfort Is worn at night 
Easy to adjust; its result will 
save you soon from further hu- 
miliation and will improve your 
personal appearance 100 per cent Write today for 
copyrighted Phy: sologic al ana Anatomical book and ex- 
perience of othe ut on mnclose a dir for postage 


M. TRILETY, SPECIALIST, os 1660 Binghamton, N. Y. 


MONEY FOR YOU 


Men or women can earn $15 to $25 weekly 
in are time at home making display cards. 
Light, pleasant work. Nocanvassing. We 
instruct =~ and supply you with work. 
Write to-day for full particulars. 

The MENHENITT COMPANY Limited 
201 Dominion Bldg.,Toronto, Can. 


I shall miss no opportunity. 


You, My Beloved 


[Continued from page 39] 


| what exquisite boredom would such mes- 
sages be received by a man who openly 
vawned at his easiest victories! So that 
with the arrival of cold, clear daylight, 
many of them thankfully found their ulti- 
mate destination in the waste basket. 

In February you wrote: 


My Beloved, 

Nothing I can ever say can excuse my 
conduct towards vou, nor can I ever hope 
to make up to you for all your misery and 
suffering which my neglect has caused. E. 
knows your handwriting and highly 
suspicious that something is up between us 
two, so will you in the future post your 
letters to me at Ridding’s, The Studio, Ox- 
ford, so that I can get it when I go there 
on Friday mornings. 

Ii, however, you write to me here will 
you disguise your handwriting and post your 
letter outside your own neighborhood and 
then all will be well. I hate this subter- 
ftuge but I don’t want to cause more peo- 
ple pain than I can help. God knows I've 
caused you enough as it is, beloved one. 

E.’s suspicions have been one of the rea- 
sons why I have not written before. She 
has nothing to go on except that she knows 
your writing but I, who know her so well. 
am pertectly certain that she has that amaz- 
ins intuition that something is up, which is 
only possessed by women of a jealous nature 
like hers. Though I owe her nothing she 
is mine in the eves of the world and as such 
must be considered. So that’s that and 


we'll forget it. 
My darling, I had given up hope before 
your letter came. I thought I had killed 


the dearest part of me by my enforced 
silence but hoped in your amazing wisdom 
you would understand and forgive. As to 
our meeting, can it ever happen again, I 
wonder. I feel E. is so suspicious that 
even a journey to London by myself would 
arouse all her faculties for trying to find 
out things. As a matter of fact, she and I 
are staying with John’s people in London 
from next Tuesday till Thursday morning 
but it only makes things worse, doesn’t 
it? However. I'm not going to give up 


hope. I've had a tentative offer to sing in 
London, which, if it comes off, may open a 
way for us, and be sure, beloved, that 


Your adoring R. 

As always your handwriting set me on 
the highest pinnacle of joy, and this let- 
ter beyond all others injected me reassur- 
ingly with all the hope and vitality which 
had evaporated from my weary grown 
spirit during those months of waiting for 
with it came the divine discovery that you 
trusted as well as loved me. You had al- 
lewed your trust and love to sprawl across 
the pave in great blazoning letters and it 
made me feel small and beautiful and un- 
worthy and very, very proud. 

For two days you would be in London. 

I wondered blissfully which part of those 
days we should spend together. Of both. 
perhaps? Of one, assuredly. The telephone 
would ring Tuesday about lunch time and 
you would say, “I shall be with vou in an 
hour.” Or would it be Wednesday evening, 
bidding me to meet you and dine? I would 
wear pink, the new pale coral chiffon which 
shaded to apricot and slim pink satin shoes 
with ridiculous diamond studded high heels 
and I would manage pearls somehow, if I 
had to beg, borrow or steal them. I didn’t 
dare to look forward quite to those hours 


we should be together. It was so unim- 
portant whether I lived or died after- 
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wards. And so I waited for a word. 

Never very far from the telephone, 
never daring to be too glad or too despair- 
ing. Just trying to keep balanced to pre- 
vent my quivering thoughts from beating a 
ragtime on nerves which jumped like netted 
goldfish. Waiting with the telephone, when 
a loved voice is at the other end of it, is 
like waiting with a ghost in the room; one 
daren’t stretch out one’s hand to touch it; 
one daren't even speak to it; one can only 
feel its disturbing presence and tremble at 
the thought of what may happen in the 
next few seconds. And yet, if only one had 
the courage! My eyes wandered to that 
small black stand, dealer in messages ol! 
birth and death, rapture and despair. One 
grab of the receiver and all doubts and un- 


certainties would vanish. At least one 
would be assured of the quality of one’s 
hell. 


I waited all the 

At half past six, Muriel Lake rang up to 
know the address of my dentist. I don't 
suppose she'll ever speak to me again. After 
that I just said, “No, she’s gone to Africa,” 
to everybody. At nine o'clock the operator 
said, “You're through to a call office,” and 
later. “Sorry you've been troubled; they've 
gone away now.” 

At four o'clock, Wednesday, some one in 
the next flat began to sing, “I love the 
Moon.” There were creamy roses, too, on 
the piano. Why do scents and voices and 
tunes always insist on opening the wounds 
of our memories? The darkness was clos- 
ing in upon the day. So little time left to 
dress now even it 

On Thursday I said to myself, 
after all you hadn't come up.” 

The thought whipped sharply across my 
bruised senses and brought a thin rag of 
comfort with it. 

That night Jill phoned me and said, 
thought I saw Richard walking along 
Sloane Street yesterday morning with a 
tall, dowdy woman but it couldn't have 


day. 


“Perhaps 


been, could it?” 
I found myself answering, “I don't 
know.” in a dim, toneless voice. 


I wanted a fire, a hole to creep into and 
an assurance that soon the floor and ceil- 
ing would stop dipping in that curious way. 


FTER days of personal lassitt .© in which 

‘life tasted like sawdust in my mouth, and 
happiness seemed annihilated forever, I 
wrote asking you how you dared to be 
within a ten minutes’ taxi ride of me for 
two whole days and never send me a word. 
It was incredible that you could do this 
thing. Would it not have been more human 
to have omitted to mention that you were 
coming up if you had not intended moving 
heaven and earth to give us a few hours 
together ? 

I imagined that you would 
were not able to find a moment alone, but 
apparently you could not call your soul 
your own, and it was a ridiculous position 
for a grov : up married > an to be placed 
in and I could not understand you of all 
men allow’ xg it. Yo. talked of your wife's 
claims! Did vou not know that when two 
people had ceased loving each other, claims, 
except monetary ones, no longer existed? 

It seemed it was useless to dream about a 
time when things would be different. They 
never would be. We never saw each other; 
we might be living on different planets. I 
was tired of loving a bundle of ghostly 
memories. It was < ven months since you'd 
been anything but that and though I'd 
never forgotten the smallest moment with 
you, I couldn't go on shadow worshipping 


say that you 
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torever. 1 couldn't stand «t. I couldn't. 

1 seemed unneeded and alone. Alone in 
that peculiar solitude of mind when present 
grief cannot be lightened by prospective 
future joy, when dark thoughts dip and 
circle and finally sink into a well of hope- 
lessness beyond belief. Robin had no need 
of me: He was happy, analyzing, experi- 
menting with test tubes and bottles, his long 
slender fingers busy and absorbed, gray eyes 
fixed on some bubbling crucible. 

It was Sunday morning. 

I looked in at what had once been a 
perfectly good spare bedroom and was now 
a conglomeration of strange and awesome 
machines, bottles, tubes, instruments and 
photographic plates, with Blotto mingling 
very happily with the rest. “Busy?” I 
asked. 

Robin said, “No!” politely and threw me 
a smile. I knew he was very busy. 

“Would you like me to come out or do 
anything to amuse you?” 

“Of course not. I’m past being amused.” 

“Not enjoying life?” 

“Like fun I’m enjoying it!” 

Robin’s busy fingers stopped. 

“If only you wouldn’t put the wrong 
things first! You get all your values mixed 


“Oh! What do you put first, my pretty 
dear?” 

Robin hesitated a moment, then said, 
“Oh, ambition, I suppose.” 

“Well, I may have a nice little ambition, 
too, tucked away somewhere where nobody 
can never see it.” 

“Oh, not that kind of ambition.” 

“What kind, then, my superior pet?” 

“Work. With most of your interest and 
hopes in it.” 

“Work! What would you like me to do?” 


HERE’S lots of things you can do if 

you want to,” he said. “Learn to get a 
real backhand and become a tennis player 
instead of a mediocre one. Write a novel. 
You could, they tell me. Practise! You 
never touch the piano now. What about 
that Nocturne by Thing-a-me- bob? You 
were mad on it for a week 

“I know but I found I cheated. Scriabine 
wrote it for the left hand and I caught 
myself putting in all the difficult bits with 
my right. It didn’t seem to matter some- 
how. And anyway you can’t let that sort 
of thing—parlor tricks—absorb you com- 
pletely.” 

“Why not? Better than those you do!” 

That was rather brutal. I kissed the top 
of Blotto’s head. “Your father’s a strange 
being, darling, though I rather envy him; 
he’s so complete unto himself, complacent 
and utterly unrebellious.” 

A tender irony covered Robin’s mouth. 

“Because I’m not forever crying for the 
unattainable ?” 

“Or because your spirit of defiance has 
been only immaturely developed? No, it is 
not that, either, just that you're not 
greedy; I am. So terribly. I love wearing 
beautiful shimmering clothes and knowing 
white and gold luxury. I feel an ever stir- 
ring resistance against becoming old and 
ugly and unwanted. I hate routine. I want 
excitement and love always. I can’t bear 
the thought of losing anything I’ve once 
had,” I cried. 

I found Robin looking at me with that 
amused smile which he usually wore when 
I threatened to become intense and 
Latinish. I felt rather as though he had 
caught me out in some gaucherie of man- 
ner. Metaphorically using the wrong kind 
of knife and fork! 

“Oh, can’t you blow me into little bits 
with those old tubes and acids of yours 
and put me together again as a nice lady 
elephant, a blonde for choice! Now that 
really would be an enterprising experiment! 
Think of all the people who would make 


periectly charming companions as pets but ; 
who are wholly intolerable as human) 
beings !” 

“IT know,” laughed Robin. “I always used 
to imagine I was doing that to myself as | 
a kid.” 

I loved to think of Robin as a baby. He 
must have been such an intriguing one. 

“It was when we had a long night 
nursery between the three of us, D’Aula and 
Pop and me, and my cot was nearest to the 
fire, so that if I leaned over I could see 
right into it and toast myself as I'd seen 
Napoleon do—Napoleon being a long sut- 
fering cat whom we all adored. So every 
night I slid over the side of the bed in the 
bedclothes, and lay there swinging and 
toasting and telling myself that I was a 
little cat in a hot bag on top of a moun- 
tain!” 

“Why a little cat?” 

“Oh, a kitten would have seemed baby- 
ish !” 

“How old were you then?” 

“Oh, about five.” 

Funny, I saw it all. 


SMALL and engaging Robin curling 

himself up in a ball suspended danger- 
ously in a cocoon of bedclothes, which hung 
perilously over the side of the mountain, 
where pictures could be ecstatically gazed 
upon in the bright firelight. It was ad- 
venturous and immensely exciting to lie 
there swinging and toasting in one’s little 
hot bag, snug and tight and warm, never 
quite knowing whether one’s weight would 
try the strength of the sheets and blankets 
beyond endurance and one would surely be 
precipitated down the mountain with aj; 
speedy and alarming bump until reassurance | 
came in the shape of a competent Nannie, | 
who would declare that falling off moun- 
tains was all very well but the place for 
hot bags was in the middle of the bed, and 
not over the side if you please. 

I saw even a smaller Robin, warm and 
sleepy and infinitely secure. Well, there 
might have been that, too. 

And perhaps, later Marygold Ann. 

Why not? She would have Robin’s gray 
eyes and serious challenging mouth and my 
absurd, imaginative mind. Well, she might | 
do any amount of damage with those com- 
bined inflictions. Poor little devil. 

Sternly I removed Robin and Marygold 
Ann by the dream scruff of their dream 
necks. | 
My heritage of misery should not be) 
handed down to any young Robins or| 
Marygold Anns. 

Panic stricken I turned to Robin. 

“We didn’t really want babies and things, 
did we, Robin?” 

But Robin was saying softly to himself, 
“Damnation! I believe I’ve run out of 
lime.” 

He had a way of shutting the door on 
fruitless lamentations. 

Towards the end of March I heard from 
you again. I read that letter in the ex- 
quisite freshness of a gossamer spring morn- 
ing, a day when new life and scent were 
pulsing out of the earth and wind, and 
there were crocuses and tulips and daffodils 
veiled in a film of green silverish mist and 
pale sunshine. 

You, who know what that letter con- 
tained, will understand how that first day 
ot spring will be forever branded on my 
memory. I shall never again look upon 
yellow buds pushing their way out of the 
earth without seeing them broken and dis- 
colored, without my heart missing a heat 
and my mind reverting to perplexed shame 
and ecstasy. 

Was that the letter of a man to a woman 
whom he did not love, whom he had never 
loved? Was it? Was it? Does a man 
reveal his innermost soul, strip naked his 


most cherished thoughts, unlock his closest 
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secret to any but a deeply loved fellow 
creature, one to whom he is prepared to 
give perfect understanding, compassion and 
sympathy in return? Was it not irrevo- 
cable, that letter? Had you ever given 
any woman greater proof of your devotion 
and your trust? Had you? To me it was 
more binding than any marriage tie; it 
made me more exquisitely and immortally 
yours than ever before. 

How shall I then describe the torture of 
those next months of waiting? April, May 
and June sped their way in blazing sun- 
shine. The gardens, noisy with bees and 
the scent of flowers, golden heat all around, 
I alone remaining untouched by it, un- 
awakened to the life and joy of summer. 
Only my unkilled love lived on, chained to 
my ever wandering images of you. 

I was waiting for you to come and 
mesmerize me to life, for your voice to 
accelerate me and shake out some of the 
pain of this unutterable longing for you, 
which threatened to crucify me in its slow 
death. Was I to spend all my life waiting? 

I was stripped of every rag of pride and 
I wrote you something of what I was en- 


during. Each word had been pressed out of 
misery and despair and a great over- 
whelming craving for you. Letters! What 


end do they serve, except to give birth to 
a groan of boredom, a smile of indulgence 
or bitter tears. Why are we not brave 
enough to carry our agony in our hearts, 
and not let it drip about in ink and paper? 

It seemed incredible that you could not 
find a way out, that we could not meet for 
a swiit flash of moments. 

How could I believe you were tiring with 
those life giving letters of yours breathing 
of your love and faith? How could I? 


cy morning towards the end of June I 
found myself in the train steaming down 
to Oxford. 

I couldn’t bear it any longer. I had to 
know one way or the other. And you 
were always to be found at Riddings on 
Fridays, the studio at which I addressed my 
letters to you. 

I rode through that narrow busy High 
Street with its swarms of jolly looking hat- 
less boys swinging along with linked arms 
and my thoughts went hopping about like 
restless flowers, planting doubts as_ to 
whether you would be prepared to show 
your joy at seeing me, swaying in the wind 
of uncertainty. 

Anyway, in two minutes I should see you. 
That was the only thing in the world that 
mattered. In two small minutes! What a 
jolly morning it was and what a gay ador- 
able place was Oxford. Beautiful and puls- 
ing in the sunshine and full of lurking ad- 
venture. I paid the driver and walked— 
was this treading on air walking—through 
Ridding’s door, which tinkled a merry little 
bell as I closed it, and up to the music 
counter, where a fuzzy haired lady all 
bangles and bows and Roger and Gallet eyed 
me coldly. 

“Yes?” she demanded. 

I kept my balance and asked for you. 

“Not here,” she replied and turned her 
back. 

I'd played charades before, and the word 
here was obviously tact. I let her see what 
a «ice set of real teeth I had. “Oh, there 
must be some mistake; he’s here every 
Friday, you know. Perhaps you would 
kindly send in my name.” 

She fixed me with an oh-lord-give-me- 
patience look. 

“T tell you he’s not here; finished last 
Friday. Don’t you know the long vacation 
started this week?” I think she would have 
liked to add, “You poor fish.” 

I felt like a brightly colored penny bal- 


leon and somebody had suddenly come 
along with a pin. 
Then for the first time she looked at 


quite human. 
I have his 


me and became suddenly 

“Can I send a message? 
address.” 

“No, thanks,” I spoke, “it doesn’t matter ; 
it’s not of the least importance.” My voice 
sounded like something that had just died. 

I suppose the bell tinkled as I went out. 
I didn’t hear it. I suppose the sun was 
still warm. I didn’t feel it. Well, love was 
like that; you put out your hand to touch 
it and it shot clean away from you. 

Across the way was The Mitre. I dropped 
in there and sat down in a dim corner of 
the lounge. 


ATE seemed to have a malicious pleasure 

in dealing me knockout blows. Why, when 
you had been there for twelve consecutive 
Fridays, should I have chosen this par- 
ticular one to come and see you? The 
Friday that the long vacation started, as 
that fuzzy haired female had said. What 
did I know about long vacations anyway? 

Well, I wasn’t finished yet. But how to 
get at you? You were not on the phone. 
A telegram? Of course, a telegram. Yes, 
but there was that Edith of yours and 
anybody was entitled to open telegrams. I 
couldn’t somehow hear her saying, “Richard, 
your little Funny is waiting for you. Hurry 
and I'll pick some flowers for you to take 
to her,” or even, “There's a poor woman 
dying for you at The Mitre. Better go 
and see what you can do.” 

So the telegram was sent in Van Thomp- 
son’s name. You'd often stayed with him 
and sung together at concerts. I felt sure 
he wouldn't mind his name being used to 
save somebody's life and I'd tell him one 
day how Id borrowed it and ask _ his 
pardon. 

Then I went back and played my old 
familiar waiting game. 

It was lunch time, so I lunched. Assuredly 
for no other reason. Was it really cold 
lamb and salad and cherry pie and cream 
that I ate? It tasted like straw and saw- 
dust. The luncheon room was very full 
and everybody talked a lot and looked ex- 
cited and happy. They all seemed to have 
mothers or brothers or lovers with them. 

After lunch I sat in the lounge opposite 
the front entrance. Somebody brought me 
coffee. I don’t remember ordering it. 

Was it only three hours I sat there, turn- 
ing over the pages of last month’s Tattler 
and watching people go in and out of that 
front entrance, people with tall dark figures 
and your kind of voice? It seemed thou- 
sands and thousands of centuries. 

At five o'clock I crawled back to the 
station. How could I have thought Oxford 
beautiful; it was ugly, graceless and stupid. 

For three weeks after that painful journey, 
sodden with depression I drooped about the 
flat with less life in me than a wad of 
cotton wool. I seemed to have forgotten 
how to look forward or be glad. I was 
spiritually crumpled. The heat was in- 
tense; the streets smelled of wood _ blocks, 
petrol, and horses, and I couldn't look at 
a butcher's or fishmonger’s shop without 
feeling that I never wanted another meal 
again. Even the vegetables looked dejected, 
and the fruit colorless and dusty. For no 
reason at all I would often find tears start- 
ing to my eyes. 

Robin watched me with eyes very like 
Blotto’s when he’s stolen a bone. Poor dear, 
I often succeeded in tying up his days, too, 
with crape bows. For some obscure reason 
he was always infected by my moods and 
consequently for the last few weeks he had 
whistled with painstaking and tuneless per- 
sistency. A sure sign of despondency in 
Robin. 

It was almost with relief that I saw him 
packing up for St. Margaret’s. I would 
join him later. 

Jill declared no man on earth was worth 
stopping in London for in this heat and 
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she could send on the brute’s letters to me. 


I heard myseli actually laughing. I hadn't 
laughed for years. Jill could always inject 
me with some of her own vitality. She was 


one of those people who, when you ar 
with them, set the blood tingling like a 
quick walk on a frosty day. 

“Just exactly how long is it since you’ve 
seen this lover of yours?” she asked. 

“Just exactly one year.” 

She lit a cigarette and surveyed me. “My 
heavens, what faithfulness!” she exclaimed 

“A curse, isn’t it?” I laughed. “Just the 
one thing a man never forgives.” 

“Why, in heaven’s name, don’t you cut 
it out? Is it any good to you seeing him 
once in a while like this? It’s not civilized 
to suffer so intensely.” 

I knew she was right, yet how could | 
cut you out of my life? You were in my 
blood, part of me, the most vital part of 
me; it would be like amputating a limb. 
the loss of which would leave me helpless. 
my world sunless, starless. 

“It’s better than nothing,” I replied. “Be- 
sides, he’d never really let me go; he'd 
only pretend to as he’s always done before. 
However long we'd been separated, how- 
ever far I'd run away from him, I should 
always find myself lassoed back either by a 
letter of the careless vagabond type at 
which he so excels or a prearranged chance 
meeting ending with fervent ‘if onlys’ and 
‘d’ you remembers.’ It would be the same 
thing all over again.” 

“Yes, but you’re dying of him! To let 
a man’s personality absorb you so com- 
pletely! Why, it’s a crime that one person 
should have so great an effect on another! 
He’s spoiling your life.” 

To Jill there were no half values, no 
glamour in the far away preciousness of 
hidden things. Opening drawer after drawer 
filled with radiant memories would never 
intrigue Jill, One might have affairs; in- 
trigues even might be encouraged; but to 
admit that one had a heart, that was al- 
together too tiresome. 

So until August. 


OU, who for reasons best known to your- 

self allowed that anniversary of ours, 
that August day and night, to pass without 
a sign or word, will know nothing of what 
I endured, of how I came up to London 
with my heart full of joy and happy ex- 
pectations, promising myself in the train, 
“There will be a letter at the flat,” and 
later, “There will be a phone message to- 
night.” 

But there was no letter, no message. 

You, who possessed a positive genius for 
amputations, preferred to perform your 
operations without the help of anaesthetics. 
Even then, I felt sure that something would 
happen, that you would dash up at the 
last moment and we should laugh the whole 
thing over, that there would be an end to 
these tormenting hours and our laughter 
would wipe out the nightmare of this hide- 
ous waiting. Had not the whole year been 
pivoted on the thoughts of this blessed 
August day? Had I not borne those long 
months, laughed without joy, eaten without 
tasting, marking time and living only in 
the thought that each departed hour would 
bring us a little nearer? 

I held out my empty arms while the 
silences beat against my heart and the hours 
dragged on. 

Later, I wrote you, “I am desperately 
unhappy, in abject misery and implore your 
help. For the sake of everything you hold 
dear, send me a word or let me know where 
I can see you. Richard, on my knees I 
entreat you not to fail me. You, who have 
so much understanding, understand and hear 
me now, for there is no one in the whole 
world who can help me but you.” 

I received no reply to this. 
single word. 


Not one 


Then, only then did I realize that all I 
had lived for had been of no account and 
with this merciless comprehension came the 
worst hours I have ever known. 

I had lived for this love of you. From 
the first hour I had known you so many 
years ago it had come swooping down on 
me in a swamping and engulfing tide. My 
marriage had brought a small respite till 
you came and caught me up in it again, in 
a fiercer grip than ever with your promises 
of faith, devotion and eternal love. Your 
vows had been the very meaning of my life. 

I had often been broken with the strain 
of waiting but always the warm thought 
that you cared had made the long stretches 
of loneliness bearable, lifting me to a small 
heaven of my own. You had been so curled 
round my heart, the root of you so deeply 
embedded that extrication was not possible. 


LL these years, how they rolled back, 
-showing the gay slime of mockery where 
I had only seen a bright blaze of light. 
There had been no light nor beauty. Grief 
transmuted to understanding at last forced 
me to acknowledge this. My mouth was full 


of cobwebs and strange ghosts jeered at | 


me, ghosts of all those dead, stupid years. 
Why had I treasured the bloom of all those 
years for so long? They had seemed sacred 
but now all the sweetness had gone. They 
were cold and barren with the coldness of 
death. They had never really been differ- 
ent; it was only my love that had blown 
a little warmth into them. 

I had written, “I implore your help—” 

And still you could refuse me a sign, 
would not put out your hand to lift from 
me this weight of despair and suffering. 

Had you sent one word explaining that 


you had tired, that you had promised your | 
wife never to see me again I should have | 


understood. In all those years had I ever 
shown you that I would willingly have 
given you a moment’s distress, a second’s 


boredom? Was I the sort to try and re- | 


kindle a flame which had been extinguished ? 
Had you the right to think this of me? 

Had I not always been glad of the time 
we had been able to enjoy together, ready 
to stand aside when important interests took 
you out of my life, your engagement, your 
marriage, grateful only for the small sweet 
hours you were sometimes able to give me? 
I had been so easily satisfied. You had 
given me such a Spartan upbringing, taught | 
me to expect so very little. To have seen 
you once or twice a year, a word or so 
from you in between, and for the rest, 
just remembering. Surely you could not 
have grudged me that much. 

And here was I, holding out my hands 
to you for a shred of pity, one word to tell 
me the reason of your silence, to lift me 
out of this hell of suspense, and you refused 
it. O God, to whom was I to turn if not 
to you? In a splintering string of tears, 
my thoughts circled round. You had left 
me last August with magical promises, ac- 


tually carrying out my light and life and | 


flinging them into the nearest dust bin. 

You had written me heart lifting, won- 
drous letters, assuring me of your love and | 
devotion, entrusting me with your inner- 
most soul’s secret. Could I have greater 
proof of your faith? What motive could 
you have for bandaging my eyes to the 
fact that you were satiated? You, who had 
never hesitated to inflict wounds; you, who 
were mercilessly truthful where your own 
feelings were concerned. Was all I had 
learned of your character, of your tempera- 
ment to avail me nothing now? How was 
I to understand the complex of a nature 
which could do this thing, could be so 
relentless in its cruelty, so utterly callous; 
could watch, with dispassionate eyes, the 
trickle of agony which slowly dripped from 
out of my heart? 

From the moment I realized you were 
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not going to reply to that last pitiful and 
useless entreaty of mine, my mind was 
jerked forward into the coming years, and I 
knew what the future held for me. 

With a clearness of vision that penetrated 
through the stretch of time, I saw myself 
getting older, plainer, less and less attractive 
and clinging without dignity or courage to 
the vain hope that some day you would 
write or see me. To sit through the months 
and wait like some starved, middle-aged 
virgin spinster hugging the thought of a 
phantom lover, which existed piteously only 
in her imagination. 

Years after, coming across a packet of 
yellowed and dim letters, we might have a 
tolerant smile, as we flung them in the fire 
and said, “That old affair! What a blasted 
fool I was; I forget how it ended—” Well, 
it shouldn't finish like that. Not if I could 
help it. Dear God, it shouldn't. 

It had been fine and clean and brave all 
along. I would smash it to bits, rather 
than let it become small and mean and 
musty. I would smash it until it was utterly 
broken and destroyed. There would be an 
end-to these battering, bruising heights and 
depths, and hellish silences and lacerating 
reunions. I would grind up every memory 
I had of you. 

For a month I threw myself into a fever 
of gaiety. Gaiety! theaters, dances, night 
clubs, I went to them all. Dragging Robin 
with me, I dashed about in a frenzy of 
hilarious excitement. I allowed Jill to show 
me the hectic night life of Chelsea. I went 


NEEDED peace so much. 


surely I would find rest this way! “But | didn’t. 


to studios where slim flat chested young 


things, with mannish heads and manners, 
lolled against effeminate, sweater clad 
youths, where cocktails and brandy and 


indifferent champagne were tossed down in 
tumblers, and the practice of sniffing “snow” 
was an old-world pastime, where, according 
to the swing of the age, everybody had an 


air of being involved, brittle and_pertly 
cruel. Oh, the boredom of it! 
Was this the only way in which one 


could lie down and be trampled in the mud 
of forgetfulness ? 

“You see, there are worse things than an 
unsatisfactory love affair,” grinned Jill, who 
was badly in debt. 

“Are there?” I replied. “Well, I expect I'll 
have to wait till I get to hell to find them.” 

Then one day I knew; this misery was 
to be with me all my life; it would stick 
to me like a shadow—ghosts, ghosts and 
memories all the time, in trains, in busses. 
The outline of your face was smudged on 
the window panes. In a crowded room, 
your voice would whisper in my ear, “Little 
old Funny!” And suddenly I thought how 
peaceful it would be to die. Never to wake 
up again to these mornings of bruised and 
crushed humiliation, this leaden weariness. 

It seemed such an easy way out. Not to 

hurt any more by you. Not to have to 
struggle to get through the days. Not to 
play that the nights might end, the long, 
dark, weary nights, where ghosts came more 
thickly than in the light. Robin? 

Well, Robin would be better off without 


torment of life again 


me. Robin, who always gave anu save ana 
received nothing in return. Yet he had 
courage enough not to drag around looking 
wild and hungry, lashing himself to frenzy 
on thin spun memories. Dear Robin, 
happily escaping every assault of experience. 
knowing nothing of this ferment of life 
that simmered unceasingly and demolished 
at a gulp the whole joy of living. 

It would be so good to just sleep and 
sleep and never wake again. I had for- 
gotten how to sleep now. Something was 
always clawing at me, murdering sleep. I 
turned over the small glass bottle of veronal 
tablets; it felt sweet and cool against my 
burning skin. There would be a long, deep, 
quiet sleep. No more pain. No more empty, 
hungry bitterness reaching through torn 
channels of unutterable longings. Just rest. 
I swallowed eight tablets and drank a 
tumblerful of water. 

I closed my eyes. How not to feel ter- 
rified? Was this dying, this rather pleasant 


rush of warmth stealing over my body? 

Strange palpitations coming from my 
heart but that of course was because | 
was frightened. Mustn't get frightened— 
no panic—just close my eyes again—not 
struggle—give myself up to that curious 


sense of warmth and far awayness—floating 
now—comfortable to float—I was light—so 
light—there were purple beams resting on 


purple beams—so airily. Lightly I had 
teuched the ceiling, shot gently upwards— 
always upwards, floating—no sounds, only 


a lifting upwards 


It would be so good never to have to wait any more for a letter that did not come! Oh, 
I'll tell you in October SMart Set how I was pulled back to the 


I Knew Him When — 


vanity. When he died, an old man, I am 
certain that he had no more sincere mourner 
than I. I miss him yet with his courtly 
manners, his rich inflections, his little man- 
nerism which, with countless rehearsals, had 
become a natural part of him. 

One afternoon we were having a round of 
drink together in a corner of the club tap- 
room. He had discussed this and that and 
the other thing, when all at once his mood 
became confidential. He bent towards me, 
his voice lowered: 

“IT wonder,” he said, “if I could so tar 
presume upon your good nature as to ask 
a very great favor?” 

I told him I'd be very glad to serve him 
in any way possible. 

“I want you,” he said, “to read some 
manuscripts and then privately give me your 
opinion as to their merits.” 

“Are you writing your reminiscences?” I 
asked, jumping at a conclusion. 

“Oh, no,” he said. “I am an 
was one before I retired. I do 
myself up as a writer or as a 
writing. But you are a literary 


actor, or 
not set 
critic of 
man and 
so- 

“Pardon me,” I broke in, “I make a living 
at writing. I fancy I might be called a 
journeyman at my trade. But Heaven for- 


bid that I should ever be called a literary 
man.” 

“Have it your own way,” he said. “At 
any rate you are a writer. Now, I have a 
son, a young man, a very young man in 
fact, who also wants to be a writer, a 
playwright. He’s just an amateur, of course, 
but he has written some one-act things, 


sketches, I suppose you might call them, or 
playlets and I have read them and I am 


puzzled to know what to make of them. 
And without saying anything about it to 
my son, I’m going to bring those scripts 
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down here to you and get you to read 
them, and _ strictly between ourselves, to 
give me your honest opinion of their merits, 
provided you think they have any merits.” 
“Hadn't you better take them to some 
regular dramatist ?” I said. “I've never tried 
my hand at play writing but once, which 
was a mistake. I collaborated with another 
man in a thing which we fondly fancied was 
a drama and we actually found a manager 
ieeble-minded enough to produce it. But 
I can show you a sheaf of clippings trom 
papers, following the first night, clippings 
in which the leading reviewers of New York 
City unite, without a single dissenting voice, 
in the conclusion that I don’t know the 
least little thing about writing a play. 
“A lot of people assume that because a 
man can write short stories or articles or 
even novels that he should be able to write 
plays, too, but I want to tell you that 
story writing and play writing are two 
entirely dissimilar callings. It’s like expect- 
ing that a hen which lays eggs should also 
lay bricks. True, both are laying operations 


but they call for the exercise of entirely 
different organic processes. And, according 
to my way of looking at it, the same thing 


applies to writing plays and writing stories. 
So I’m suggesting that vou ask for a criti- 
cism of vour boy’s work from some recog- 
nized dramatist.” 

“I don’t want to do that and’ for a 
reason,” said the old gentleman. “You see 
these maiden efforts of his are so entirely 
different from such plays as I have read in 
my lifetime, and I’ve read a great many, 
that I'm afraid a professional playwright 
might laugh at them. I want the opinion 
of an outsider, so to speak. Will vou read 


them and then, in confidence give me your. 


reactions ?” 
I told him I would. 
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A few days later, 


with rather the guilty air of an elderly con- 
spirator, he put in my hand the typewritten 
copies of three one-act plays, and I retired 
to a nook of the writing room and read them 
through 

Reading them, I could readily understand 
why the senior O'Neill had been puzzled by 
the handicraft of his son. He had been used 


to the bombastic heroics, the artificial 
romance of Victorian drama, whereas here 
was a realism so vigorous, a style so terse, 


a method so revolutionary and so abrupt 
as to be absolutely startling. 

I reread the plavets a second time, slowly, 
and then I went over to where that dear 
old man, with a strained nerveus look on 
his face. was awaiting my verdict. 

“Mr. O'Neill,” I said, “here’s what I think. 
I think this son of yours must be a man 
of tremendous vision, tremendous vigor. I 
don’t believe I ever saw so much power, 
so much raw strength compressed within so 
short a compass. Why, these things are 
little breathing wriggling slices cut out of 
life. But if this is to be his style, I honestly 
don’t believe your son can ever hope to 
have any success as a playwright. All I 
can see ahead of him is heart-break and 
disappointment. Because, should he find a 
producer willing to put them on, which 
seems to me highly doubtful, I don't believe 
the critics will like his work and I'm morally 
sure the public will never accept it.” 

He thanked me with an air which I inter- 
preted as acquiescence in my good judgment 
and put the scripts in his pocket and went 
away. 

I wonder whether Eugene O'Neill, who 
I have never met, knows that I read the 
first of his plays before they ever reached 
a manager’s desk and that, in the prophetic 
role, I predicted the American people would 
decline to accept him as a dramatist! 
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She went to agents and applied for jobs 
in Broadway productions. If she was lucky, 
they gave her a bit in a Holyoke stock com- 
pany. She wasn’t lucky often. 

Dorothy did not crave the big things 
of Broadway. She did not want her name 
in lights. Well, perhaps we shouldn't go 
so far as to say that. She might have 
wanted it, but she was willing to start 
from the very bottom. All she asked for 
was a small part in a Broadway production 
with her picture in front of the house. 

This was really very little to ask of Fate. 
But Fate is an obstinate bird sometimes 
and it couldn’t see its way clear to give 
her a tiny break. It would not even grant 
her that picture in front of a Broadway 
theater. So, after two or three years of 
struggling and battling, Dorothy gave up. 

In the early part of December, 1926, she 
was found dead in a hotel alleyway. She 
had killed herself. They carted her away. 
She had paid a commission to an agency for 
the last time. 


OME two weeks later, a new play opened 
on Broadway. During one of the inter- 
missions, I strolled about the lobby and 
looked upon the pictures on the walls. One 
of them was Dorothy Smollar. 
Investigation disclosed the fact that the 
girl had worked in that play for a scant 
day. On that day, pictures had been taken. 
She had been dismissed the following day, 
but her photographs still remained. 
Dorothy Smollar’s ambition had _ been 
realized. On an opening night, her picture 
had adorned the walls of a Broadway 
theater. But she never knew about it. 


Imogene Wilson. She came to New York 
around 1922 and she will always live in 
my memory as one of the most beautiful 
creatures that ever struck the phoney boule- 
vard. 

She drifted here from Louisville, Ken- 
tucky, where she had been born and edu- 
cated. A musical show or two and the 
summer of 1924 found her acting as just 
another blonde prop in the temple of Zieg- 
feld beauty. 

For twelve reasons Imogene Wilson was 
receiving more than the usual quota of 
publicity. The first reason was that the 
publicity man for that attraction was badly 
smitten with her. The other eleven do not 
matter. Imogene didn’t seem to give a 
hang for him but the publicity man never 
stopped trying, working on the theory, no 
doubt, that where there’s a Wilson, there's 
a way. 

As a matter of fact, Imogene gave a hang 
for nobody but a comedian named Frank 
Tinney. With several millionaires currying 
her favors—and what favors they were!— 
she cared for no one but Frank Tinney, 
the funny man. They would certainly 
have been married but for one unfortunate 
circumstance. He already had a wife and 
a child and his wife was very healthy. 

Suddenly came a scandal. Imogene ran 
from her home one rainy night in May and 
proceeded to tell the world that Frankie 
had walloped the daylights out of her. He 
had come in drunk, she said, and found 
fault with her. Home brew, she claimed, 
had made home bruises. 

Imogene told all the reporters just what 
had happened. She told them that she still 
loved her Frankie but that she was going 
to have him punished. And if there is any- 
thing paradoxical about that, don’t blame 
it all on Broadway. 

At that time Imogene had _ practically 
been chosen as Douglas Fairbanks’ next 
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leading lady. With this scandal wrapped 
around her, the odds were a million to one 
that the contract would be cancelled. But 
Imogene didn’t care. 

“I love him,” she cried in those happy 
days. “I love him. I want the whole worid 
to know how he’s treated me. I want the 
whole world to know that I love him. i 
don’t care what happens to me. Hes the 
only thing in the world I care for.” 

Time passed and the little girl from Louis- 
ville grew wiser. True, she followed her 
man to England after her case against him 
was dismissed but she grew wiser never- 
theless. 

She stayed away from America for more 
than two years. When she came back | 
met her at the boat and I soon discovered 
that another Ziegfeld beauty had turned 
into a very shrewd and cautious lady. 

“How do you do?” she cooed at the 
time. “I have been most studious while 
I've been abroad. I studied various philos 
ophies and I also concentrated on familiar- 


izing myself with ancient Grecian archi- 
tecture. 
“Tinney? You mean Frank Tinney? 


Please do not mention that name to me. 
Please do not insult me.” 

Today, out in Hollywood, Imogene Wil- 
son is working her way toward stardom 
under the name of Mary Nolan. She was 
recently given a_ five-year contract by 
Universal. She has performed a remarkable 
feat by living down a Broadway scandal 
that kept her on the front pages for many 
a day. 

She is a success. More power to her. 
OYCE HAWLEY. She looked for suc- 
cess on the stage. She found it in a 

bathtub. But when the bathtub’ was 
emptied she vanished. 

Daughter of a Lithuanian butcher, Joyce 
Hawley came to town from Chicago. She 
doubtless had dreams of being another Mary 
Eaton for she applied for jobs in various 
choruses while a huge blonde wig adorned 
her hat-rest. But neither the wig nor her 
ambitions meant a thing. She couldn’t land 
a chorus job. 

Finally came a party. It was a party 
that started harmlessly enough but wound 
up in a sensational trial that sent a famous 
producer to Atlanta in order to cool his 
spiels for a while. 

Earl Carroll was the producer. For ten 
dollars he hired Joyce Hawley to sit in an 
innocent little bathtub without so much as 
a fig leaf to cover her. It was something 
“nude” in the line of entertainment. 

There isn’t much use telling you details 
about that party. You doubtless remember 
the lurid facts that were set forth in all 
their front page attractiveness. And you 
doubtless remember the trial that made out- 
of-towners throw up their hands and wonder 
what New York was coming to. 

Oh, yes. Joyce had her tiny hour of 
triumph! The Supreme Court was her stage 
and she starred there for two hours. True, 
she starred for but one performance but 
she hit those front pages for all she was 
worth. And out in Chicago, a Lithuanian 
butcher dropped his meat axe for an hour 
and threw out his chest with pride when 
reporters crowded around him for infor- 
mation. His daughter was a success in 
New York. 

But Joyce Hawley had neither the ability 
nor the good fortune of Imogene Wilson. 
Plenty of jobs were offered to her but she 
found none of them fitting to a lady who 
had starred in Supreme Court. 
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offer?” somebody asked her after the trial. 

“What?” she cried indignantly. “Bur- 
lesque, indeed! Do you want me to ruin 
my reputation?” ; 
So Joyce Hawley, after a few weeks in 
musical comedy, went back to the obscurity 
from whence she had risen in a bathtub. 
She has remained there ever since. 


ARBARA STANWYCK. When she first 

saw the light of day, her name was 
Ruby Stevens. To go upon the stage, she 
didn't have as far to travel as some of the 
others. She came from the outskirts of 
Brooklyn. But, while that is not far in 
actual distance, it might be the Whangpoo 
River as far as the average Broadwayite is 
concerned. 

She landed a job in one of the cabarets. 
The kid could dance like the very devil. 
She had a perfect little body. And there 
was no cabaret girl in town two years ago 
who had better looking limbs when they 
were encased in the sheerest of hose. That 
popular song, “Hose Baby Are You?” might 
have been dedicated to Ruby Stevens. 

Then came the yawn. Ruby Stevens grew 
tired of working on crowded cabaret floors. 
She grew tired of men who poured drinks 
and then pawed her. She grew tired of 
gentlemen who thought she should be in- 
cluded in the cover charge. So Ruby 
Stevens went looking for dramatic work. 

Just about that time, Willard Mack, the 
playwrighting actor, had completed a piece 
called “The Noose.” One of the scenes in 
the play called for a number of girls to do 
a Black Bottom dance in a cabaret scene. 
Ruby Stevens applied for one of those 
positions. 

When Mack saw her he took her aside. 
He talked to her. And when the play 
opened in New York, Ruby Stevens had 
become Barbara Stanwyck and was playing 
a little réle in a big way. In a small rdle, 
she made her audiences cry. And when you 
can make them cry in New York, they will 
remember you long after the one who has 
made them laugh. 

Today Barbara Stanwyck is the leading 
lady of “Burlesque,” one of the season’s 
greatest triumphs. After a scant year on the 
legitimate stage, she has achieved a success 
that thousands and thousands of other girls 
dream about but never realize. 

Barbara Stanwyck is one of the miracles 
of show business. And it is just such a 
story as hers that makes so many, many 
girls come to New York to go upon the 
stage and sends them home again with broken 
hearts and narrowed eyes. 


OIS WILD. Known to all readers of 
the Sunday magazine sections of the 
newspapers as the prenatal child. Her 


mother always explained that she wanted 
her baby to be blonde. To be beautiful. 
To appreciate art. To love to dance. And 
various other things. 

All these Mrs. Wild desired. And behold 
Lois! Before she was five years of age, 
she was the personification of all these things. 
As Mr. Ripley says, you can believe it or 
not. 

At any rate, Lois was another girlie who 
did not have far to go when her mama 
determined upon. a stage career for her. 
She lived on Long Island and she did not 
have far to stray from the old homestead 
in order to reach Broadway. 

At the age of fifteen Lois was in the 
ballet at the Metropolitan Opera House. She 
had accomplished this without even so much 
as a tiny nod from Otto H. Kahn. 

At the age of sixteen, Lois was on the 
next step of the ladder and whether that 
was a higher or a lower step, I will leave 
to your better judgment. For she had 
become just another girl who was casting 
kicks and “Moon in June” songs at Mr. 
Ziegfeld’s none too select audiences. 


On the occasion of a publicity stunt in 
Central Park, I rode with Miss Wild in 
a taxicab. It was mid-August and the day 
was as hot as the fade out in a Clara Bow 
picture. “Gee!” she cried suddenly. Won- 
dering what had caused this sudden out- 
burst of conversation, I looked over at her. 

“What is it, Miss Wild?” 4 asked inno- 
cently. 

“Gee!” she repeated, “I want to be a 
star. I want to be a big star like Marilyn 
Miller or somebody. That’s what I want 
to be. A big star.” 

I assured her that she would be. 
which, I found out long ago, is the proper 


All of | 


thing to do if one expects to get along with 


Follies girls. 


A year after our little conversation, Lois | 


betook herself to church one balmy morn- 
ing and proceeded to tie herself to a gentle- 
man who tooted a horn in an orchestra. 
She became Mrs. Leslie Sherriff and, as this 
article goes to press, she is still Mrs. Leslie 
Sherriff, I hope. 

I had a letter from her a short while ago. 
The letter came from a small town in 
Nebraska. The name escapes me at the 
moment. 

“Dear Mark,” the letter read, “I’m living 
out here now with Leslie. It’s really a very 


nice place except that it’s very cold some- | 


times. 


“Enclosed find a picture of our little baby. | 


Her name is Marjorie. She’s a year old 
now and very beautiful.” 

As I read the letter, I could not help but 
smile. For I was wondering if the mother 
of Lois, the prenatal child, had visited any 
small towns in Nebraska while she was wish- 


ing for her daughter to be a star of the | 


stage. 

Thus, for the time being, has ended the 
stage career of Lois Wild. She was not a 
success. But, with a baby and a husband 
who adores her, would you call her a 
failure ? 


AE DAW. Just another blonde with 

beautiful eyes and golden curls. All 

I can tell you about Mae’s early history is 

that she had a mother and came from Phila- 
delphia. 

Mae was one of the very few who didn’t 
have to come to New York to go upon the 
stage. At the age of seventeen she sat- in 
the gallery of a Philadelphia theater and 
watched the production of “Sally” unfold 
before her. She had seen no more than 
an hour of the show when she came to the 
conclusion that this was the life for her. 


The following night found her applying | 


for a job in the front of the house. They 
threw her out. She went around to the 
stage door. They threw her out even more 
quickly. Whereupon she did the best thing 
possible under the circumstances. She sat 
right down in front of that stage door and 
commenced to cry bitterly. 

The producer of “Sally” stepped out of 
that stage door. 


blonde curls. He asked her the trouble. 
She told him. And when “Sally” left 
Philadelphia, Mae Daw was in the chorus. 


Mae rose with leaps and bounds. It 
wasn’t two seasons before shows were 
featuring her name along with others. She 


was snoken of as a new Marilyn Miller. | 


She was standing on the threshold of big 
things when she went off and got married. 

But Mae didn’t pick a horn tooter. Nor 
did she, God forbid, pick a newspaper man. 
She chose Mr. Graveraet Young Kaufman, 
the son of the president of the Chatham and 
Phoenix bank. Which, you will admit, is 
not bad choosing. 

Today Mae has everything that a million- 
aire’s wife can desire. But those who are 
close to Mae tell me she is not as happy 
as she might be. They tell me that she 
yearns for the shuffling of the stage hands, 
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He saw a very pretty | 
thing crying very bitter tears through very | <..4 
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You can learn at home in spare time 
to be a nurse. Courses endorsed by 
physicians. Thousand graduates. Est. 
28 years. Nurse's equipment included. 
Money back agreement. Free booklet. 
CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 


Dept. 149 
421 S. Ashland Bivd., Chicago, II. 
Please send me your free fascinating booklet, ‘‘Amazing 
Opportunities in Nursing,’ and 32 sample lesson pages. 
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longer the slightest 
ashamed of your freckles, 
—double strength—is guaranteed to remove 
*these homely spots. 


need of 
as Othine 


There's no 
feeling 


Simply get an ounce of Othine from any 
drug or department store and apply « little 
of it night and morning and you should soon 
see that even the worst freckles have begun 
to disappear, while the lighter ones have van- 
ished entirely. It is seldom that more than an 
ounce is needed to completely clear the skin 
and gain a beautiful complexion. 


Be sure to ask for double strength Othine, 
as this is sold under guarantee of money back 


if it fails to remove your freckles. 


DOUBLE STRENGTH 


End 
This Easy Way 


Get directly at the cause. Reduce the 
inflammation of mucous membranes and 
catarrh quickly disappears. Hall's Ca- 
tarrh Medicine relieves the inflamed con- 


dition of delicate linings of nose, throat 
and ear passages and gives Nature a 
chance. If you have nasal catarrh, 


catarrhal deafness, catarrhal bad breath 
or frequent colds, start taking Hail’s now. 


Hall’s Catarrh Medicine 


Combined Treatment at your Druggist’s. If he 
hasn't it, enclose 85c to F. J. Cheney & Co., 
Dept. 209, Toledo, Ohio 
Write for New Radio Log Book, Free to Catarrh Sufferers 
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Trust You. in. plat- 


Black silk bon, ste cling with Sell 12 boxes 
famous White CLOVERINE SALVE for cuts, burns, sores, ete., 
at 25c bes. ‘beautiful art picture FREE with each box) and re- 
mit as per plan in catalog. Our 33rd year. Be frst. Write quick. 
THE WILSON CHEMICAL CO., Dept. w1 40 TYRONE, PA. 


Are YouAlways Excited? Fatigued? Worried? 
Gloomy? Pessimistic? Constipation. indigestion, 
cold sweats, dizzy spells and sex weakness are caused by NERVE 
EXHAUSTION. Druys, tonics and medicines cannot help 
weak, sick nerves! Learn how to regain Vigor, Calmness and 
Self Confidence. Send 25 cents for this amazing book. 


RICHARD BLACKSTONE, N-389, Flatiron Bidg., N.Y. 


the bustle of an opening night and the ap- 
plause that is the very breath of life to 
every performer. 

Thus, Mae Daw has beautiful automobiles, 


many servants and many jewels. Now 
would you call her a success? 
AULINE ARMITAGE. Nashville, Tenn., 


was her birthplace and Pauline Smith 
was her real name. At the age of eighteen 
she felt that her talents would be better 
appreciated in New York than they were 
in Nashville. So she ran away from home. 

Once in the big town, Pauline Armitage 
followed the old, old formula. She visited 
all the dramatic agencies and registered with 
them. But Pauline was luckier than many 
of the others. Within six months she was 
working. 

The career of Pauline Armitage was inter- 
esting if not sensational. She played leads 
in some shows and second ieads in others. 
She played opposite Lowe!l Sherman in a 
production or two and was very much in 
demand as a stock actress. In 1926, at the 
age of twenty-six, she was playing an 
important part in the Irere Bordoni show, 
“Naughty Cinderella.” 

During the rehearsal period of this latter 
show, she fell in love. She fell in love with 
a Broadway character who is extremely well 
known. But whether he fell in love with 
her is a totally different question. There 
were those who said that they had been 
engaged, that he had broken their engage- 
ment and that this had broken her heart. 

I met Pauline Armitage but once. And 
that meeting took place in the office of 
Murray Phillips, a dramatic agent. I was 
sitting with him in his office when she 
came in. 

“Well, Pauline,” cried Phillips in his best 
Broadway manner, “I have a great stock 
job for you in Toledo. Will you take it?” 

“I don’t know, Murray,” she responded, 
“I’m feeling terribly tired these days. I 
don’t think I will take that job. And maybe 
I won't bother you any more at all. I’m 
so tired.” 

She smiled as she said it. So did Phillips. 
So did I. These Broadway people are 
strange. No matter what they say, the 
safest thing to do is to smile vacantly. 

But Pauline kept her werd. Two weeks 
after that conversation she leaped from her 
hotel window one morning and plunged 
twelve stories to the street. 

They put her in a box and sent her back 
to Mrs. Smith, her mother. They buried 
|her as Pauline Smith. She had run away 
from home to go upon the stage but she 
had gone back home in the end. 


ANCY CARROLL. A very pretty lit- 
4 tle girl with big eyes and a bouncing 
walk. She was one of two sisters who came 


to New York some five years ago to go 
upon the stage. 
Nancy became a Shubert chorus girl. 


And what is worse, she fell in love. And 
what is still worse, she fell in love with a 
newspaper man. They were made man and 
wife until death did them part, perhaps. 
The boy’s name was Jack Kirkland. 
Jack had ideas that were different from those 
of most newspaper men. He didn’t want 
his wife to work. So Nancy left the Shubert 
chorus and took up the business of becom- 
ing a mother. Jack continued his newspa- 
per work. And strange as it may seem, 
they were as happy as two doves ‘n the 
mating season. 

About two years ago, Mr. Kirkland 
became a trifle weary of New York, for 
which one cannot blame him in the slghtest 
degree. He bundled up his wife and baby 
and off they went to California. 

Nancy Carroll’s husband, for whom she 
had left the stage completely, became a 
scenario writer and we in the east became 


accustomed to seeing his name among the 
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movie notes. If any of us thought of Narcy 
Carroll, it was because we were glad for 
her sake that her husband was successful. 

Suddenly, from out of the west, strange 
little stories began to creep into those movie 
notes. A girl named Nancy Carrol! was 
playing the lead in a musical comedy called 
“Nancy.” Then came another note. A girl 
named Nancy Carroll was playing Francine 
Larrimore’s réle in the coast production oj 
“Chicago.” 

Some six months later came the most 
astounding note of all. Nancy Carroll had 
been chosen to play the lead in the motion 
picture version of “Abie’s Irish Rose.” 

“Abie’s Irish Rose” opened in New York 
and Nancy came east to appear at the 
premiere. When I met her on that occasion, 
I asked her how it felt to be a star. 

“Just the same,” she cried. “Do I seem 
any different to you? I still love my hus- 


band and I still love my baby. I hope 
that I always will.” 
Nancy Carroll is a success. A very great 


success. 


ULIA BRUNS. She was a gorgeous 

creature. Had the largest and most per- 
fect pair of flashing black eyes I have ever 
seen. Tall and stately, she was almost 
like a queen. Sweet to look upon and 
sweet to talk to. 

Julia Bruns lived in a dark little house 
that overlooked the East River. The parlor, 
in which the interview took place, was dingy 
and gloomy. In a vessel on the table, some 
sort of incense was burning and it was 
horrible stuff. Two candles stood on a 
rickety mantelpiece and flickered feebly. 

Julia had been on the dope. She said 
she was cured now. And she told me all 
about it. 

“It happened over in Paris,’ she said. 
“IT was leading woman for Arnold Daly 
and we were scheduled to open in two days. 

“Suddenly came a cablegram from m\ 
sister in America. She had married without 
my consent and the man she had married 
was a man that I hated. I left my hotel 
and wandered around in a daze. 

“T drank too much that night. Some 
woman called me into a ladies’ room and 
handed me a white powder. ‘Take it,’ she 
said, ‘you'll feel better.’ I took it and I 
did feel better. 

“And I kept taking those powders tu feel 
better. I took them until I had to stop 
a year ago. But I’m off the stuff now.” 

James Mentgomery Flagg had called her 
the most beautiful woman in America. She 
had been quite proud of it. So, too, were 
her folks back in the outskirts of St. Louis. 
She had played in this show and that until 
the big chance came. And the big chance 
was over in Paris with Arnold Daly. 

Then came that cable from her sister. 

“But,” she cried, “I’m going back on the 
stage. The Shuberts have promised me 
a big part in one of their new productions. 
I'm going to sign with them because I’m 
through with dope forever.” 

Last Christmas eve a bloated, unkempt 
woman was jound in a room in Greenwich 
Village. The only furnishings in that room 
were an empty gin bottle, a battered bed 
and a morphine needle. 

The woman was Julia Bruns. She was 
dead. Dope, it seems, did have a hold on 
her after all. 


Those, then, are just ten little stories of 
ten little girls. They are but ten of the 
estimated twenty thousand who come to 
New York each year to go on the stage. 

I have written what I know. And 
although I have been around Broadway for 
a scant ten years, I know as much about 
the dreary thoroughfare as though I had 
been on it for two hundred and ten years. 

I know as much as any man in the 
business. I know nothing. 
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A Lady with Money 


[Continuea from page 27] 


was in no way comparable to what Mr. 
Rockefeller will pass on. It would not have 
made it possible for Carlita to wallow in 
luxury for the rest of her life. It was 
merely a nice comfortable amount which 
would keep contented a sensible, level-headed 
girl who was not given to making ridicu- 
lously expensive gifts or indulging herself “4 
her iriends in champagne breakfasts. No, 

was not a staggering amount of money te 
in Inwood where nobody was _ financially 


secure Carlita became a creature apart, the 
lady with money. 
Carlita noticed the change. The trades’ 


people insisted that they send everything to 
her house. They could not bear the thought 
of her carrying a box of Uneeda Biscuits. 
It must be sent. Carlita was not amused. 
She would grab the article out of the grocer’s 
hands and fling the money down on the 
counter and stamp out. Without her change ? 
No, Carlita knew the exact price of every- 
thing and always had the exact change. You 
see, Carlita was the type, level-headed and 
all that, who could live forever on Grand- 
mother Egenhoff’s money. 


HE had not shed a tear since that night 

in the drug store but she missed the old 
ladv. Many a night she would look up 
from a book and her eyes would rest yearn- 
ingly on the box of idle chess men. 

She was an efficient person, a sensible per- 
son, so one night she said to herself, “Look 
here, you're getting old and morbid and yet 
vou're not twenty-four. You'll have to get 
company for yourself or you'll be a very 
old lady in no time.” 

She realized that she had given too much 
of her time to her grandmother. She was 
not the sort who bellows over spilt milk but 
she wished that she had cultivated at least 
one friend. 

When she was in the drug store again she 
spoke to Tommy O'Dell. 

“Do you play chess?” 

“No, Miss Egenhoff.” 

“I'll teach you. Which night are you off?” 

“Wednesday night.” 

“Come over at eight.” 

He looked up at her. He wanted to smile 
in a friendly, sociable fashion but somehow 
the smile wouldn't come; she had such a 
frosty, unsmiling face. She held herself so 
proudly. 

Carlita watched him as he tied up her 
bundle. Suppose he didn’t come. It was 
so lonely in the big apartment. What was 
it you said in a careless, offhand manner 
that got people to come to your home? Per- 
haps if he knew what it was like to go night 
after night without anyone to talk to he 
would not disappoint her. She would tell 
him something of how it felt and make him 
promise to come. 

“T—I,” she began, “I'll try some of that 
powder, too.” After all she was the last of 
the Egenhofis. 

Tommy and Carlita were playing chess. 
\t least Carlita was plaving chess. Tommy 
was moving chess men about. His instruc- 
tress had told him to take all the time he 
wanted before his move. So Tommy oblig- 
ingly stared at the board, counted two hun- 
dred very slowly to himself and changed 
the position of a bishop which had been do- 
ing nicely where it was. 

“Thanks for letting 
that hole,” said Carlita. 

“Oh, that’s all right,” said Tommy, “I al- 
ways like to help a fellow out of a tough 
place.” 

This was the third time they had played. 
Three Wednesdays Tommy had come duti- 
fully to apartment D12 to take his chess 


she asked him. 


my knight out of 


lesson. After the second session he had felt 
that the hospitality was too one sided. Car- 
lita was always the one to serve coffee and 
sandwiches. 

“Would you go to the theater, Miss Egen- 
hoff, next Wednesday night?” he had asked. 

“There has been a death in my family,” 
she reminded him. “Besides,” she added, 
“vou wouldn’t let me pay for the tickets.” 

A quick flush leaped to Tommy’s cheeks. 
“They don’t pay drug clerks so bad,” he 
said. 

“You need to learn more about chess.’ 

So here they sat playing chess. 

“I'll make some coffee,” she said presently. 

“Please don’t bother.” 

“Tl have coffee anyway,” she said. 

They had sardine and cheese sandwiches 
and a cake. 

“Where do you live?” Carlita asked him. 

“IT have a room,” he said. “There's a 
lady has a big apartment on Academy Street 
and she rents out rooms.” 

“Where do you eat?” 

“In the restaurants around.” 

“T have dinner alone every night. 
don’t you have dinner with me?” 

“I will sometime. Thank you.” 

She hated to see him go. She stood talk- 
ing to him at the door. Never when he took 
his hat to go did she seek to detain him 
Perhaps he was bored. It was not in her to 
urge him to stay. She stood now as always 
with her head held high, her lips red and 
warm looking. She was so tall that her 
eyes were on a level with his. He never re- 
membered seeing them before. They were 
lovely eyes, he thought, but cold. His mind 
began to run, ridiculously enough, over other 
girls to whom he had said good night in 
hallways. He had always kissed them. They 
would have been hurt if he hadn't. But they 
were a different tvpe. This was a lady with 
money he was visiting. She wouldn't stand 
for anything like that. 

“Well, good night, Miss Egenhoff.” 

“Good night.” 

The door closed. 
the library and sat down. 
sleepy. 


Why 


Carlita went back to 
She did not feel 


T WAS that week that Carlita discovered 

that talk was going around about Tommy’s 
visits. It hadn’t occurred to her that there 
would be talk. Mrs. Keisel stopped her for 
the sole purpose of telling her. 

“Now. you don’t know me, Miss Egenhoff, 
and I don’t know you. I don't know a 
thing about your habits but I’m never one 
to be mean. So the minute I heard this 
talk I says to myself, ‘That girl ought to be 
warned of the things people are insinuating.’ 
Now it’s this way, Miss Egenhoff, I mind 
babies at fifty cents an hour for ladies in 
the neighborhood and I would, for the same 
price, chaperone you during your boy friend’s 
visits and without another extra cent I'd be 
pleased to tell all the ladies they were wrong 
when they said things about you. 

Carlita looked down at the dumpy little 
woman in her greenish black coat. There 
was something not quite kind in the sweet 
smile she wore. 

“What would you be pleased to tell all the 
ladies if you and I couldn’t do business?” 
asked Carlita. 


Mrs. Keisel shrugged her shoulders. “I 
could only say that you didn’t want a 
chaperone,” she replied. 


Carlita laughed a little. “Neat,” she said 
and walked on. She believed that Mrs. 
Keisel had originated the whole idea of gos- 
sip herself. After all, Inwood ladies rarely 
chatter maliciously about anything more im- 
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DEL~A-TONE 


Removes Hair in 3 Minutes 


Skin Without Hair 


“ve tried other methods but I give all praise 
to Del-a-tone. It’s far better than shaving or 
pulling hair out by the roots, and it tends to 
discourage regrowth.” 

Adds that touch of daintiness so essential to feminine 
charm. The standard depilatory for 20 years. Del-a-tone 
Cream is snow-white, fragrant, and ready for immediate use. 

Removes hair in only 3 minutes from arms, under 
arms, legs, back of neck or face. Leaves skin smocth, 
dainty. Del-a-tone Cream or Powder is sold by 
drug and department stores, or sent prepaid, in plain wrap- 
per, in U. S. for $1.00. Money back if desired. For generous 
sample send 10c¢ to Miss Mildred Hadley, Dept. 659, 
The Delatone Co., 721 N. Michigan Ave. Chicago, Il. 


Have Pretty Round 


Face and Neck 


Abolish sunken cheeks 
‘orever 

You, too, can abolish for- 
ever sunken cheeks, thin 
necks, hollow shoulders, flat 
busts. No dieting or tire- 
some exercise is necessary. 

Ethel H. of Indianapolis 
(name and address on ap 
plication) writes as follows: 
find Tiffany Tissue 
Builder is wonderful and it 
is helping me so much. It 
is worth its weight in gold. 
I have used many other so 
called Developers but they 
all failed me. Anyone that 
wants a quick development 
should use Tiffany Tissue Builder.” 

Simply apply Tiffany Tissue Builder to develop 
more flesh where you want it. It is a secret com- 
pound of amazing building oils. Hollow cheeks, 
hollow temples and shoulders, flat busts, skinny 
necks round out almost at once—-dainty and firm. 
New beauty is yours now and forever. 


Crow's teet and wrinkles disappear as though 
by magic. The soothing tissue building oils will 
not irritate the most tender skin, Neither will 
they grow hair. 

Results guaranteed or your money promptly re- 
funded if you are not delighted after four weeks 


use, Price $5.00. Send check, money order 
or currency and we will send prepaid. If you 
prefer, send no money but deposit $5.00 > plus 


Zoe C. O. D. fee with postman when he delivers it. 
TIFFANY LABORATORIES, Inc. 
1131-N Hanna Bldg., Cleveland, Ohio 
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SERPENT" Gold Acid Test 
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Get Secrets of How to 
Get Rich! Win at games, busi- 
Pay postman $2.75 and postage on delivery. 


MAGNUS WORKS 
Box 12, Varick Sta., Dept. SMS-9, New York. 
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Learn Gown Designing and 


ness, love. 
Guaranteed 


Making easily 
without leaving your home. 
Spare moments only. 7 
Gown Creators— ‘ 
Designers. 
Earn $35 to * Dept. F627 
Rochester, N. Y. 
$75a Week -, Rush to me free 
MAIL 32 page “‘Gown Book"’ 
COUPON Z with sample Gown lessons. 
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DIAMONDS — WATCHES 


Genuine Diamonds Guaranteed EAS 


For 70 years Loftis Bros. & Co. have served the Amer- 
ican public with better gifts at lower prices. Let ushelp 
you make some loved one happy. Our Diamonds are 
exquisitely beautiful gems ay in solid 18-k white gold 
hand-engraved rings. Buy from a house of estab- 
lished reputation—our prices defy competition. 

Y 


! portant than another ladies’ clothes. Carlita 
had learned that much about them. Still 
Mrs. Keisel would -start slinging dirt. She 
was obviously that sort. 

Carlita walked across Dyckman Street. 
She was not the kind to brush lightly aside 
a threat to her reputation. No Egenhoff 
woman had ever had a name for being light 
and easy. She was troubled. She could 
| have stopped seeing Tommy, of course, but 
| that somehow or other did not occur to her. 

She did, however, think of Tommy. It 
was when she passed a row of half finished 
stores. The corner store was to be large 
and it was a good location, Carlita thought, 
for a drug store. A drug store would be a 


terme: Payone-tenthdown; balance 
weekly, or at your your convenienee. Goods 
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good investment. Everybody uses drug 
| stores. Of course, one wouldn't dream of 


ii backing a drug store unless the person put 


| in charge of it was trustworthy and fully 
conversant with the business. It was then 
| that by the merest stroke of luck Carlita 
| happened to think of Tommy. Nothing had 
| been farther from her mind at that moment 
| than Totamy. She had only thought of a 
drug store, understand, because of this nice 
| corner Ic ation. 
| She decided to speak to him about it. 
| After a'l one ought to do something with 
| one’s money. She walked for several blocks 
| lost in thought. Suddenly her mind turned 
| again to Mrs. Keisel and the problem of 
looking as respectable as she really was. 
Now if there was only one woman who 
lived with her, that would put a different 
face on matters. 


HE cutcome of Carlita’s long confab 
with herself was a neat advertisement 
in New York's best newspaper: 

“Young lady wishes to share large apart- 
| ment with another lady. References ex- 
changed.” 

Four ladies answered Carlita’s advertise- 
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operating attachments. Re- GUAR- 
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TREATMENT FREE 


| a series of pictures of herself around the 


ment. One considered Carlita’s rent alto- 
gether too high. The second Carlita thought 
feeble minded and was afraid to take her. 
The third insisted that the apartment was 
altogether too large for two and spoke glow- 
ingly of her boy friend. The fourth was 
| Erminie Randolph. She was a dark, spark- 
ling eyed creature a year or two older than 
Carlita. She wore a bright green velvet 
suit that dripped mink at the collar and 
sleeves. Her hat came down low over her 
eyes and when she looked up her eyelashes 
curved intriguingly against a row of tiny 
taupe buttercups. She was an _ expensive 
woman. She did not quake when Carlita 
during the first second of their acquaintance 
mentioned the rent. 


“Would you agree,” asked Carlita, “to 
arrange your engagements so as to be at 


on Wednesday nights?” 


| which Grandmother had had. 


“I could do that,” said Erminie. “Could 
I move in tomorrow ?” 
So Erminie moved in. She took the room 


Carlita did 


| not tell her that Grandmother had died 


der Cream included.) Plain wrapper. | 


there. Erminie looked as though she would 
be frightened of anything as natural as 
death. She unpacked her trunks and hung 


portrait of a long dead Egenhoff. 

Carlita saw the pictures without feeling 
that there was desecration here. After all, 
Miss Randolph was paying her money for a 
half interest in the apartment. She did not 
question Erminie about her means of sup- 


| port. That, so long as Erminie conducted 


herself like a lady, was Erminie’s busine s. 

“We're from Virginia,” said Erminie al- 
though she had not been asked. “F. F. V., 
you know. Father has made a great deal 
of money in Wall Street. He allows me a 
ridiculously large amount of _ spending 
money. He hated me to come north but 
so long as I’m with some respectable girl 
he’s more or less content. You know how 
strict real Southern gentlemen are with 
their daughters.” 
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Carlita listened to the way Erminie pro- 
nounced the word girl but she said nothiag, 
A girl has a right to weave fiction about 
herself so long as she enjoys doing it. 

Erminie despised Inwood from the be- 
ginning. It amused Carlita to find her- 
self resenting the things which Erminie said 
of the women blocking the doorway with 
their baby carriages. Somehow whi'« she 
hadn’t been looking, Carlita had become an 
Inwoodite. 

“I like Inwood,” she said to Erminie. 
“The people are very nice and _ very 
friendly.” 

“Of course, down in Virginia—’ 
Erminie. 

“Oh, by the way,” said Carlita, “this 
being Wednesday, the clerk from the drug 
store is visiting me tonight.” 

Tommy had not been prepared jor 
Erminie. She burst upon him just as 
Carlita had caught him in a fool’s mate. 
Erminie came from her room with her 
hand outstretched, a glad smile lighting up 
her face. She wore a black, sleeveless dress, 
with a skirt that fell to her ankles. 

Carlita made the introduction. Erminie 
was charmed. You'd have sworn that she'd 
never before met anybody who had pleased 
her as much as Tommy O'Dell. She sat 
quietly by while the chess proceeded. 
Tommy won a game. He had never won a 
game before. The Engenhoffs in dead days 
had been famous for their chivalry. 

Erminie insisted upon making the coffee 
and setting the table. 

“You two hold post mortems over your 
games,” she said, dimpling at Tommy. “I'm 
sure I'd be better at the coffee making than 
on the entertainment committee.” 

Carlita was quite at a loss for an explanz- 
tion for all this kindness. She always 
looked suspiciously upon a deal from which 
she got more than she expected. 

The explanation came the next evening. 
It seemed that a friend of Erminie’s fam- 
ily was in town. An eminent man indeed 
as Carlita would know if she were ac- 
quainted with the bond business. Erminie 
hoped that Carlita would have no objec- 
tions to his coming to dinner. Also Carlita 
would understand that Virginia girls oi 
good families never learned to cook and 
Carlita was such a good cook, would she— 

Carlita would. The eminent Virginian 
arrived. His name was Rogers. He had a 
habit of pronouncing his words exactly like 
a Westerner. He had a full, red face and 
he called Erminie girlie. He_ wheezed 
heavily as he ate and asked Erminie if she 
had gotten his last check all right. 

“Yes,” said Erminie. “That was from the 
investment I made with that money my 
father gave me for Christmas.” 

“What? Oh, yes. Sure,” said the 
eminent Virginian. 


began 


(> THE Wednesday that followed 
Erminie read while the chess game 
proceeded. When the first game was over 
she said to Tommy, “I don’t believe you 
really like to play chess.” 

“Yes, I'm very much interested in it,” 
Tommy said but Carlita did not ask him to 
play again. 

Erminie was wearing a lace dress on that 
occasion. It was cream colored and against 
her cream colored skin it created an alarm- 
ing illusion. Tommy kept staring at her. 

“Can’t we three see a show downtown 
some Wednesday night?” he asked. 

“I'd love to,” said Erminie. 

“What would you like to see, Miss Egen- 
hoff?” 

“IT couldn’t go,” she said. 

“Why not?” asked Tommy. 

“T told you before.” 

“T guess we'll have to go alone,” said 
Erminie, looking at Tommy with mock for- 


lornness. 
“Oh, come ahead, Miss Egenhoff.” 
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Tommy’s tone sounded desperate. Carlita 
said no again. She kept saying no. Who 
would go to the theater with a fellow in 
a shabby coat? Especially when tickets 
are three thirty apiece. 

So on the next Wednesday night Carlita 
sat alone with a book in her hand. She 
couldn't read and she wasn’t sleepy. It 
was an uninteresting book. , It couldn’t hold 
her attention for a minute. She kept look- 
ing at the clock. At last she got undressed 
and turned out the light in her room. She 
sat at the window watching. 

Tommy and Erminie came along. Car- 
lita was too hard a self disciplinarian to 
eavesdrop but she was not close enough 
to hear them speak and she was not pre- 
pared for them to do anything that requires 
privicy. She was surprised when Tommy 
kissed Erminie. He did it quite simply as 
he would have shaken hands with Carlita. 


T OCCURRED to her at one o’clock that 

it was an odd thing for a girl who could 
attract red faced, wheezing men with money 
to be bothered with Tommy unless it was 
a case of love. At two she decided that 
Erminie was not the type to fall in love. 
Tommy was probably recreation for her 
while the red faced man was her business 
investment. At three Carlita thought that 
Tommy-had showed poor taste in kissing 
Erminie where people could see him doing 
it. It was after four when it came to her 
that Tommy was probably mad _ about 
Erminie. After all Erminie was very pretty. 
Then too, while Erminie had pretty clothes 
and that sort of thing nobody had ever 
drawn a prickly, poisonous circle about her 
and condemned her as the lady with money. 

At breakfast Erminie had much to say 
on the subject of Tommy. She sat drink- 
ing her coffee and crumbling thin slices of 
toast and talking gaily. She wore a maize 
chiffon negligée and her black hair was a 
mass of tumbled curls about her small, 
heart shaped face. 

Carlita sat across from her with a stolid, 
unencouraging countenance; her own break- 
fast was before her. <A_ breakfast which 
irritated Erminie. Fried fish, a little pat of 
cream cheese, rye bread. A heavy, peasant- 
like breakfast, the taste for which often 
made Erminie wonder what the Egenhoffs 
had been before they distinguished them- 
selves in America’s Westchester. 

“Do you know,” chattered Erminie, 
“Tommy’s really an awfully good kid? It’s 
a shame that he’s only a drug clerk. There 
really can’t be any money in that. I think 
I'll try to do something for him. You 
know there isn’t any limit to the money 
a young man can make in the bond selling 
game. I think I'll speak to Mr. Rogers 
about him. Tommy could sell bonds. He 
has such an honest, open face that a person 
would trust him without investigation.” 

“Is that necessary to the success of Mr. 
Roger’s bonds?” asked Carlita. 

“Golly, you're nasty,” said Erminie. 


ARLITA said nothing more. She retired 

to her room to dress. It was Erminie’s 
turn to do the breakfast dishes.  Carlita 
planned to take a ride up to Connecticut 
for the day. She was just leaving the apart- 
ment when Erminie called: 

“Tommy said for me to ask you if you 
want to go with us to ‘4 show next week.” 

Carlita answered over her shoulder. “No, 
I'm going out of town Monday. [I'll be 
gone for the week.” 

She went, too. She had said the words 
unthinkingly but they would have to be 
made good. Carlita packed a valise and 
went to Boston. There was a very distant 
relative of hers there who owned a hotel. 
It was a good hotel and he would welcome 
her as a guest. It had been folly enough 
to go away, without adding the extra folly 
of extravagance by going to some town 


where she was not related to a_ hotel 
owner. 

Erminie gave a party in Carlita’s ab- 
sence. Carlita knew it the minute she 
walked into the apartment. Somebody had 
dropped a cigarette on the sofa tapestry. 
Somebody else had had a set-to with the 
antique glass lamp in the music room. A 
bottle of whiskey had been upset on the 
piano scarf. There were here and _ there 
other little indications that a good time 
had been had by all. 

Erminie came in an hour after Carlita 
arrived. She was looking very lovely in a 
satin coat that trailed a short, stylish cape. 

Carlita stared coldly down at her. She 
felt very heavy and clumsy in her tailored 
clothes. This girl had ever had the knack 
of making her feel huge and graceless. Be- 
fore Carlita could speak Erminie led her 
trump. 

“Tommy’s selling bonds,” she said. “Four 
days and he’s made two sales; isn’t that 
wonderful ?” 

She cocked her head on the side and 
looked a smiling challenge up at Carlita. 

“If I do as I intended,” thought Carlita, 
“she'll think it’s spite work because she 
took Tommy away. She knows I’m think- 
ing that.” 

Carlita looked at the smooth, perfumed 
little figure before her, then her eyes turned 
to the burned tapestry. Of course it was 


What’s “Waiting for You? 


F YOU liked this story, “cA 
Lady With you 
will want to read Vina “Delmar’s 
“Common and “Preferred,” 
“Perhaps, like Sand in that story, 
you have dreamed of unattainable 
romance and perhaps it is wait- 
ing just around the corner for you 
as it was for her. One summer 
evening as she strolled through 
Central Park she met a charming 
stranger and—but that’s the story. 
“Don’t miss it in 
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insured but it was the principle of the thing. 
“Our arrangement to share this apart- 


ment is automatically terminated by your | § 
Carlita said in | 


abuse of the furnishings,” 
a cold voice. 

Erminie laughed. 
I told you that your darling drug clerk 
was no longer a drug clerk,” she said. 

“T'll expect you to be out by morning,” 
said Carlita. “And please arrange that no 
eminent Virginians call on you tonight.” 

So Erminie Randolph with a pert smile 
on her very red lips and an insolent swing 
of her slim, young hips quitted apart- 
ment D 12. 

The lady with money stayed on. There 
wasn’t any other place to go. For the first 
time she looked now at the young women 
in the street with interest. It occurred to 
her that Mrs. Duval might make a_ nice 
companion or perhaps Mrs. Lewis. 

When they smiled at her she acknowledged 
it as frostily as ever. She hadn’t the 
talent for making friends. Besides she’d 
had the chance long before to be companion- 
able and had passed it up. She decided 
to stick to her guns and preserve the 
legend that a lady with money was nat- 
urally not human enough to desire friend- 
liness. 
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Most Amazing 
INVENTION 
_in25 years 

Clans Up for Ugents 
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WEEKLY IN 
SPARE TIME! 


Men, here is a wonder—the most sen- 
sational invention of the age! If you’re 
looking for a rapid fire seller—an item that nets you 
100‘@ profit—an item that sells itself to 7 out of 10 
men on demonstration—I’ve xot it in Ve-Po-Ad, the 
amazing new vest pocket adding machine: 


Sells for $2.95—You Make $1.65 
This most remarkable invention does all the work of 
a $300 adding machine. yet fits the vest pocket and sells 
for only $2.95! It sells on sight to storekeepers, busi- 
ness men, and everyone who uses figures—and makes you 
over 100% profit on every sale! Ve-Po-Ad does iny 
kind of figuring in a jiffy, yet weighs but 4 oz. Coints 
up to a billion. Shows total visible at all times. T’er- 
fectly accurate, lightning fast. Never makes a misiake 

er gets out of order. Over 100,000 in daily use! 


Get Your Machine FREE 
Live wire salesmen are dropping everything else and 
flocking to Ve-Po-Ad. Ve-Po-Ad brings them quick 
money and lots of it. Shapiro out in California made 
$475 in one week! You can “‘clean up’ too! Only 10 
sales a day in spare time will bring YOU over $95.00 
a week! You need no previous sales experience—Ve- 
Po-Ad sells itself! If vou are really interested in earn- 
ing a steady, substantial income, write at once for full 
details of my MONEY-MAKING PLAN and FREE VE- 
PO-AD given to new Agents. Do it NOW—TODAY! 
Cc. M. CLEARY, Dept. 51-C 
134 W. WASHINGTON ST. CHICAGO, ILL. 


LADIES 


ADDRESS ENVELOPES at home. 
time. Experience unnecessary. Dignified work. 
$15-$25 weekly easy. Send 2c stamp for par- 
Mazelle, Dept. C G, Gary, Indiana. 


Home of the International Correspondence Schools 


Spare 


ticulars. 


at Home 


You can secure a high school education right at home 
by studying the spiendid new courses recently pre- 


pared by the International Correspondence Schools. 
These courses are equivalent to the courses given 
in resident high schools. They have been specially 
arranged for men and women who wish to meet 
college entrance examinations, to ogee J for a busi- 
ness position, or to make up the education the 
missed when forced to leave school too soon. 
diploma is awarded at graduation. 

Mail Coupon for Free Booklet 
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 6258-M, Scranton, Penna. 

Without cost or obligation, please send me full par- 
ticulars about the course I have checked below: 


(0 High School Course 
English (C0 Civil Service 
Bookkeeping Salesmanship 
Accounting Advertising 
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SEND New Free Book and Interesting FREE 
SAMPLE of AIRTEX without obligation. 


Mail this to New Science Institute, 5852 Clay 
St., Steubenville, Ohio. 


ON’T go through life enduring the tor- 

ture of being constantly strapped with 
ox-harness. Listen to this remarkable 
offer made by a famous rupture specialist 
with a record of over 20,000 cases. He has 
“published a new book—sent free—that pre- 
sents his latest scientific findings on rupture 
relief. This book tells about a tiny feather- 
weight device that actually ane ‘hors rupture 
in a new wonderful way, usually enabling 
users to run, jump and bend at will. He will 
also send you FREE a sample of the latest 
Airtex material—a peculiar flesh-soft substance 
that makes hard cushions, and cruel steel 
springs a needless folly. Relief from rupture 
is worth more than the two cent stamp it 
takes to mail the coupon above. Do it now! 
New Science Institute, 5852 Clay St., Steuben- 
ville, Ohio. 


Never Before a 


FREE SAMPLE 
that “Breathes’ 


Let me show you how to make $75 to 
$100 weekly as my successful Rosecliff 
Shirt Salesman! I'll equip you with ex- 
peasive selling material and give you 
everything needed to start. 

GUARANTEES FULL YEAR! 

In order to ma }UARANTEE EVERY 
ROSECLIFF ‘For "ONE FU YEA R! Made possible 
only because we sel ¢ $2,000,000 worth of shirts every vear. 

GET FREE ‘OUTFIT—WRITE TODAY! 

I need ambitious, sincere men. Get wonderful FREE outfit with 
beautiful «watches, wide selection of colors and patterns, men's ties, 
ete rite today. Postal will do. Ask for Big Free Outfit, Free Shirt 
Offer and Trip-to-New York details 


PETER HALY, Pres., ROSECLIFF SHIRT CORP. 


"Billy 


Dept. J-28, 1237 Broadway, New York City 


Keep Your 
Skin Young 


Remove all blemishes and discolorations by 
regularly using pure Mercolized Wax. Get an 
ounce, and use as directed. Fine, almost in- 
visible particles of aged skin peel off, until all 
defects, such as pimples, liver spots, tan, freck- 
les and large pores have disappeared. Skin is 
beautifully clear, soft and velvety, and face 
looks years younger. Mercolized Wax brings out 
the hidden beauty. To quickly remove wrinkles 

other age lines, use this face lotion: 1 ounce 


powdered saxolite and 1 half pint witch hazel. 
At Drug and Department Stores Everywhere. 


Amazing new method teaches men or women 
to earn after first lesson. OIL, PAINT photos 
at home—portraits, & ndscapes or art sub- 


jects Earn $18 to $100 and more a week 


“REE OIL PAINT OUTFIT. 


PICTORIAL ART STUDIOS, INC. 
Dept. C. S. 2926 Broadway 


' excused himself and went to meet her. 


Employment 
service to graduates. Send now for free illustrated book. 
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Once as she jumped into her car little 
Duval asked her for a ride. He 
was three and an adorable baby. His mother 
was standing by. Carlita could have taken 
them both but if she had they would have 
known that she was consumed with loneli- 
ness and trying now to be friendly. She 
did not even answer Billy. She pulled 
viciously at the gear-shift and disappeared 
down the Drive. 

“Don’t you care,” said Mrs. Duval. She 
picked up her baby and soothed his wounded 
feelings. “Daddy will buy a car some day 
soon and you'll ride all the time just like 
the nasty lady does. Don’t you care about 
her, darling. Mama won't even smile at 
her anymore.” 

After four months of living in solitude 
Carlita decided to go abroad. There are 
friends to be made in traveling and though 


| it might be an extravagant thing to do, it 


was cheaper than going insane. 

Carlita booked passage for Liverpool. 
and on the night before her boat sailed she 
went to the drug store for some _ things 
which she would need. She hated to go 
to this certain drug store. There was some- 
thing about the place she didn’t like and 
yet she chose it instead of any of In- 
wood’s other drug stores. 

The clerk said, “Good evening, Miss 
Egenhoff.” 

Carlita said good evening and told him 
the things she wanted. 

“Do you remember O'Dell ?” 
asked the clerk. 

“Yes,” said Carlita. 


Tommy 


E WAS here a minute ago. He’s down 
and out. Looks hungry and every- 


thing. He wanted a job. It’s a wonder he 


| couldn’t stick at a job he was fit for.” 


“Which way did he go?” asked Carlita. 


The clerk shrugged his shoulders. ‘“Yoy 
want rachel powder, don’t you?” 

He spoke to thin air. The last of the 
Egenhoffs was flying down Dyckman Street. 

In the little cafeteria at the corner of 
Broadway and Dyckman Street she found 
him. Through the plate glass window she 
saw him carrying a mug of coffee to a 
table. Inwood’s lady with money flung 
open the door and burst in. 

“Tommy !” 


E LOOKFD up at her and smiled. 
“Hello, Miss Egenhoff.” 

“What’s happened, Tommy ?” 

“That friend of Erminie’s was crooked,” 
he said. “Those bonds were fraudulent. | 
sold them two months before I knew that.” 

“Where’s Erminie ?” 

“T don’t know.” 

He took a swallow of coffee then pushed 
the mug from him. “Somehow,” he said, 
“I don’t feel like drinking that.” 

He got to his feet. He put out a hand 
to steady himself but not in time. He fell 
back weakly against Carlita. 

“Pardon me, Miss Egenhoff, I can’t seem—” 

His voice trailed vaguely away. Carlita put 
her arm about him and marched him out. 

She got him home. There was no non- 
sense or false modesty in the Egenhofis. 
Quickly and efficiently she got him into 
Grandmother’s bed and phoned a doctor. 

“This is terrible,” moaned Tommy, “what 
about your reputation, Miss Egenhoff?” 

“Don’t be a greater fool than necessary, 
Tommy, and by the way don’t call me Miss 
Egenhoff,” said Carlita. “We'll be married 
as soon as you feel better if that’s satisiac- 
tory to you. Now try to get a little sleep.” 

Carlita walked over and put out the 
light. After all, she said to herself, there is 
no sense in wasting electricity. 


Love For Hire 


[Continued from page 45] 


said. “Still in confidence, what sort of a man 
has most succ2ss?” 

I did not answer. It was curious but I 
felt a flutter of nervousness. This unknown 
man, this marvelous dancer with the caress- 


' ing voice made me feel that I should tell 


him anything he wanted me to tell him. 
I had never been so much affected by a 
voice in my life. I looked up into his eyes. 
I determined to seem as much at ease as 
he did. Oh, those eyes! I felt like a 
silly, inexperienced, little country girl at her 
first party. And yet I had been out a great 
deal and everybody said I had poise. I 
tried to seem seli-possessed. “Ask Mr. 
Bannister,” I retorted. 
“I have,” he said, 
is as ignorant as I.” 
Fortunately Sara was standing near when 
the music stopped. I wondered why she 
frowned as she looked at me. My escort 
frowned too, but not at Sara. He saw the 
lovely Neva coming toward him and he 
Neva 


“and he confesses he 


was not smiling. 

“Well, you've done it!” Sara said. “I 
hope you saw how mad Neva was. You 
can't say I didn’t warn you.” Sara laughed 
a little bitterly. “For a quiet little country 
mouse you certainly made a triumph. You 
must have danced three dances with him.” 

“IT don’t even know his name,” I cried. 
“Who is he?” 

“You know very well it’s Reggie Ban- 
nister,” she said, “and Neva is perfectly 
furious.” 

Later in the evening when I had danced 
with a score of men, Reggie cut in and 
took me away from a very boring partner. 
He was amused at the mistake I had made. 

I looked after Doris Carpmail who had 
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passed. “I should have thought violet eves 
were much more attractive.” 

“It’s not her violet eyes that hold me, 
he answered. “But she’s such a _ corking 
good sport. Neva starts a tournament to- 
morrow and Doris and I are partners in 
the mixed doubles. Do you play?” 

“A little. I’m not in Miss Carpmail’s 
class though.” 

“T didn’t expect that,” he said. “Doris 
is wonderful.” Reggie did not guess that 
then and there I swore to beat her. “She's 
such a fighter too and I love anybody 
who’s dead game. She's certain to win. 
She’s the class of the bunch.” 

“IT may be a dark horse,” I laughed. “I 
suppose she’s a great friend of Neva’s?” 

“They hate each other,” he said, but when 
I asked him why he said he didn’t know. I 
thought it was nice of him to pretend so 
solemnly that he was ignorant of the fact 
that they both wanted him. 

“I wonder what you are thinking about,” 
he said later. “That’s the worst of girls 
with gray eyes and level brows and scornful 
glances. One can never tell what they’re 
thinking about.” 

I wondered what he would have done ii 
I had told him the truth which was that 
I had fallen hopelessly in love with him 

I thought how bitterly unfair life could 
be. It had been cruel to me. My visit was 
for two weeks. Two weeks in a lifetime. 
After that there would be aching discontent 
and all the little hard economies that make 
existence so drab. Far, far better for Reggie 
to think me scornful and heart free than to 
know how I really felt. 

After he left me he danced with Doris 
Carpmail. I could see that she resented my 
kaving taken so much of his company. She 
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looked so splendidly vital and triumphant. 
I had a vision of her beating me on the 
tennis court. Her reputation entitled her to. 

I didn’t think I had a ghost of a chance 
when I went to the courts. I might play 
badly in one of the earlier rounds and 
never reach the final. 

I drew a by in the first round and my 
opponent defaulted in the second. In the 
semifinals I drew a steady player but hardly 
anyone came out to see us play. Neither 
Regzie nor Doris was there. It wasn’t 
necessary that I should show’ my best. I 
tried to make the match a practice game 
and beat Mrs. Chatwood six-four, six-four. 
] was standing behind Doris as she looked 
at the scores attached to the board. Reggie 
was at her side. 

“Your new pal,” Doris drawled, “can’t 
be so hot if Deenie Chatwood took four 
games in each set from her.” 

“Watch out,” Reggie warned, “she’s a 
fighter if I'm a judge of glorious girlhood.” 
Then he saw me. He wasn’t in the least 
embarrassed. “I’m warning Doris against 
you. I see in those cold glances of yours 
the light of victory.” 

“Reggie always exaggerates,” Doris said. 
“T see you just managed to beat Mrs. Chat- 
wood. I intended to see the match but 
Reggie would insist on motoring in to 
Miami after breakfast.” 


Reggie looked 


HE two strolled away. 
I wondered 


over his shoulder and smiled. 


what Doris would have said if she could 
have known that her sneering manner 
aroused all the fight I had in me. I wasn’t 


very happy as I looked after the two. 

It seemed that Sara Betton always came 
upon me when I was looking at Reggie. 

“He’s not for us, my dear,” she remarked. 
I jumped. I hadn't realized she was any- 
where near until she spoke. 

Sara looked at the score on the board 
and frowned when she saw I had only just 
beaten Mrs. Chatwood. “You won't have 
much chance with Doris if that’s all you 
can do. Neva will be frantic with rage if 
Doris wins.” 

“She hasn't taken much pains to be nice 
to me,” I said. 

“My dear girl,” Sara asked, “would you 
be nice to a rival? Would you smile 
charmingly if some other pretty girl seemed 
to fascinate the man you wanted to marry 
but who hadn't asked you yet? 

“Reggie isn't used to having a girl look 
at him as you do. Doris wanted to know 
whether you were one of the lost Russian 
princesses by any chance. You cast such 


scornful looks at your fellow guests. Doris 
simply worships Reggie. She'll try to make 
a monkey out of you in the finals. But 
you don’t seem in the least worried.” 

“I’m not,” I said. 

“You’ve grown very attractive,” Sara 
went on. “You have stvle and Reggie says 


you're the best dancer here.” 

If Sara could have seen or realized what 
this meant to me, she would not have 
thought me uninterested. But I was not 
going to give any of these idle rich, pleasure- 
loving people the satisfaction of knowing 
what my reactions to them were. I was 
at heart vaguely frightened when I thought 
of Reggie. I was afraid that he would 
catch me off my guard and I should show 
him myself with the mask removed. 

Sara awakened me from my reverie. She 
wanted to know if it would be safe to bet 
on me. She said these people bet heavily 
on everything and were offering ten to one 
I wouldn't get a set from Doris and twenty 
to one that I would lose. 

“Take the first bet,” I advised. “I may 
not beat her but I’m going to take a set.” 
I saw Reggie coming toward us. “Have 
you a date with Don Juan?” I asked. 

“A date with him?” Sara said. “He 
doesn’t know I exist.” She hurried away 


and Reggie Bannister sat down by my side. 
“I wish I had a line on your play,” he | 
began. 
“So you might report to Miss Carpmail ?” | 
“You know I didn’t mean that,” he said. | 
“How should I know it? I hear you've | 
bet heavily on her so I imagine she’s sent | 
you to scout.” 
“That was before I knew you were going 
to play. Everybody thought she'd meet 
Gladys Ferris in the final. In that case 
there could have been only one _ result. 
Gladys is a base line player and Doris would 
have taken the net and smashed her lobs.” | 
This was a tip for me. Doris could | 
smash lobs. Very few women can. I} 
should have to place them very well. 
“You've got to be mighty good to pass 
Doris at the net,” Reggie continued. I) 
knew he was thinking that I hadn't a 
chance. “Mighty good, Marjory, and I) 
hope you do it.” 
“If Doris only heard that,” I said. “I 
don’t like traitors, Mr. Reginald Bannister. | 
You've got to pull for Miss Carpmail.” 


“I'm going to pull for you. Do you 
know why?” 

“Somebody always bets on the under 
dog,” I said. His voice was low. I had 
never imagined there could be such a 
caressing quality in any man’s voice. 

His hand closed about mine. I wanted 


to pull it away but I hadn't the strength | 
to do it. I felt there must be some nerve of | 
mine telegraphing to some nerve of his that 
I wasn’t scornful or cold at all but afraid 
that I should give myself away and_ be 
just another of the myriads of girls he must 
have flirted with. 

“IT want you to win, Marj,” he whispered. 

I pulled my hand away and forced my- 
self to look at him. There was a wistful, | 
anxious look in his eyes as if he really 
meant what he said. My own heart was 
singing, if he could have guessed it. He 
wanted me to win! 

The tennis court was crowded when the 
match began. I looked around and saw 
what a hand Doris got. That didn’t worry 
me. She was one of them, a player well 
known and I was a stranger. I knew 
that of the hundreds only three were on 
my side: Neva, because of her dislike for) 
Doris; Sara, because she wanted to win) 
money on me; and Reggie Bannister. 

In the warming up process I deliberately 
played my strokes softly. Doris tried her 
celebrated flat drive which depended on its 
speed. I hit back everything but not a 
soul there knew about my best stroke, my 
backhand drive. Most of my playing had 
been done with boys and men who hit hard 
and smashed hard. Doris was much taller 
than I but I knew I could hit harder. 


HE won the serve and put down a beauty 

in the corner. Ordinarily it would 
have been an ace. People applauded as she 
delivered it. They thought it was the 
first point for her but my backhand was 
working and I scored a_ placement ace 
aleng the sidelines. The onlookers thought 
it was a fluke but they applauded, espe- 
cially Reggie. I noticed that Neva was 
conspicuous in her clapping for Doris. 

It is useless to describe the whole match. 
I won in straight sets. When Doris came 
to the net I lobbed on to the back line or 


drove so fast she couldn’t return. I had 
never in my life played so well. I played 
better than my form and Doris, because 


she was anxious and angry, was below hers. 

When the presentation of the prizes came 
I found I had won an ostrich hide fitted 
dressing case that was adorable. 

Neva turned to Doris. “I picked it out 
for you, Dorie, because I heard you wanted 
one and naturally I expected you to win.” | 

“Ves, you did!” Doris retorted. 
was white with rage. “All you did for me| 
was to hire a professional player who pre- 
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Not just soap-and-water “washings”, but the 
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Fashion decrees that the figure be 
slenderand graceful. Women whoare fat in 
spots—in theabdomen, hips, throat, under- 
arm, or elsewhere —need no longer worry! 


Simply use the wonderful Frances Jordan 

4 Reducer 10 minutes daily! It does away 
with ge tr with hot baths, 
dieting, strenuous exercise, and drugs. Ie 
removes the fat just where you want it re- 
moved—nowhereelse. Thereisnodiscomfort 
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tended she couldn’t play. It was a rot- 

ten trick and I'll tell everyone about it.” 
Neva looked astonished at this outbreak. 
“Are you a professional, Marjory?” 
“Of course not,” Reggie answered for 


me. 

Neva didn’t look any more pleased at this 
than Doris. They saw that he had eyes 
only for me. 

“Child, you’re a wonder,” he said. “Do 
you know you're the most graceful player 
I ever saw. You could trim me any day.” 

“You are making Neva furious,” I whis- 
pered. “After all, you are her guest, just 
as I am. Please go! It will make her 
mad at me and that won't be comfortable.” 

Sara came to my room before dinner to 
tell me Neva wanted me. 

“There’s murder in her eyes,” Sara told 
me and then she kissed me affectionately. 

I remembered Neva’s rages at school. 
She was one of those lovely, sulky blondes 
who should never let themselves get too 
angry but when I entered her room I could 
see she hated me. 

“There’s a train in an hour’s time,” she 
said. 

“You want me to go while everybody is 
having dinner?” I asked. “How extraor- 
dinary! And how hospitable!” 

I walked slowly to the door as if leaving 
Neva’s house made no difference to me at all. 
In truth it meant losing Reggie. He would 
be dining when I left and I couldn't very 
well go and explain that I was being turned 
cut for running after him. Perhaps he 
really thought I had been running after 
him. Was I, after all, only a girl who didn’t 
know how to behave in a crowd like this? 

I stayed in my room until everyone was 
at dinner. Then a maid told me the motor 
was waiting. 

I wasn’t being sent away in the big 
limousine that had brought me to Neva’s 
house. A smaller car with a chauffeur from 
the garage, a man not in livery, was good 
enough for me now. 

As I was climbing in I heard a noise in 
the hall; some one called my name. I saw 


Reggie, in evening dress, coming toward me, 
Neva was at his elbow, talking, but he 
didn’t pay the slightest attention to her. 


tugged at his arm. “Really, 
Reggie, what will people think of us 
rushing out in the middle of dinner like this?” 

“J want a word with Marjory and I 
want it alone,” he said. 

Then Neva, knowing there was no hope 
for her, turned on me. I was a vulgar little 
adventuress, a scheming little cat and a girl 
without a character. Everybody should 
know what I had done and so on. I made 
her madder by not showing any anger. I 
turned to Reggie. “Isn't she amusing?” I 
said. 

“Not to me,” he growled. 

Then his marvelous car glided up and 
a man put my baggage in the rumble. 

We drove along in silence. I couldn't 
realize yet what had happened. 

“Marj,” he said. ‘I’m horr.bly nervous.” 
He pulled up the car by the rdadside. “I've 
never been so nervous in all my life. I 
wish it had been a better life. Oh, Gray 
Eyes, you make me feel unworthy.” 

“I can’t imagine you being nervous,” I 
said but I knew he was. 

“Darling,” he whispered, “you must know 
I love you. Everyone at Neva’s knew it, 
but not a soul in all the world can tell about 
you. Are you laughing at me? Is there 
scmebody else to whom you are going and 
to whom you will talk about me, and the 
rest of us here, as curious, soulless wasters? 
Your gray eyes are like velvet curtains 
shutting out the real you. If I could only 
see behind.” 

He took my hands and kissed them. 
“Marj,” he whispered. “If I could see be- 
hind, what would be there?” 

I did not answer at once. I think in 
every girl’s life there comes a moment like 
this one when she knows what is in store 
for her. 

“Marj,” he begged. “Answer me.” 

“It would be like looking into a mirror,” 
I said. “You would see yourself.” 


Can Work Take The Place of Love 


[Continued from page 41] 


and maternity because of the new freedom. 

They have cast a glamourous camouflage 
over this essential frustration of their inde- 
pendence. Their brilliant achievements in 
competition with men are celebrated daily 
in the press. But every normal human 
woman among them is writhing inwardly 
with the hopeless misery of a life mission 
unfilled. 

I know because they come to me daily 
with their shattered nerves. I could give 
you names that you would recognize in- 
stantly, women whom you envy for their 
successful careers. They have everything you 
want—freedom, prosperity, fame—and they 
They are approaching a 
crisis in life when the lingering dream of a 


| child must vanish. The bleak finality of it 
| leaves them unspeakably depressed, morose, 


contemplating suicide. 


HY have they gotten into this fix? It 
certainly isn’t for lack of men to go 
round. With the continuing excess of males in 
this country there is a potential mate for every 
one of our nine million unmarried women, 
with three million men left over. And cer- 
tainly girls never had wider opportunities 
for meeting men than they have today. 
Let me give you two contrasting cases 
from my own experience that sum up strik- 
ingly both the cause and the consequences. 
A vivacious, clear eyed, smartly dres 
young business woman sat at my desk. She 
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was discussing her emotional problems with 
the confidence of one to whom life is an 
open book. 

“Yes, I suppose I do love him,” she 
admitted with a little shrug. “But I’m 
making more money than Bob is right now, 
twenty-five dollars a week more. He can’t 
offer me half the luxuries I can earn for 
myself. Look at my married sister, chained 
to her baby, doing her own work, dragging 
around in last year’s clothes. Why, she 
hasn’t even been out to the movies for six 


months! Not for me, thank you.” 
This girl—we'll call her Helen—wasn’t 


talking to me. She was arguing with herself. 
She was twenty-six and jubilant in the first 
flush of her rapid rise from stenographer to 
assistant executive. She drove her own 
little car, shared a cozy apartment with two 
other prosperous business girls, and outside 
of easy working hours had perfect liberty 
to lead her own life in her own way. She 
represented thousands of her kind who are 
free from responsibility as no other group 
of women in history ever dreamed of being. 

Why, indeed, as Helen danced all night 
at a studio party, should she envy her 
married sister doomed to sit up all that 
same night with a croupy infant? 

Ask Frances M. Thirty years ago, Frances 
was file clerk in a bond house. Twenty 
years ago she had become private secretary 
to the boss. She was vital, intelligent, well 
paid for the time, inspired by the then 
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current notion that this was a mans world 
in which women were serfs. She was going 
to be one of the pioneers in throwing off 
the yoke. Dish pans and diapers? Not for 
Frances. She shied at two offers of marriage 
and set out to win economic independence. 

Frances M. had just passed fifty when 
I talked with her the other day. She is 
more than economically independent. She 
is independently wealthy. She is the con- 
trolling power in a business that nobody 
cculd run as well as she could when her 
employer died. She has a luxurious city 
apartment, a country home, servants and 
an annual European trip. 

“I'd throw it all to the winds,” she told 
me in a voice of dry despair that her associ- 
ates never hear. “I'd live in two rooms 
and do the neighborhood washing, if only 
I could have a baby!” 

A furnace man who works in my neigh- 
borhood has eight children. His wife is a 
drudge in a five-room basement flat. She 
is perhaps physically worn out, but she is 
spiritually at peace. She is a far happier 
woman than Francis M., who doesn’t know. 

I’m not arguing you young girls to marry 
furnace men and have eight or a dozen 
children. You want to have a dozen chil- 
dren, whether you know it or not, but 
under present economic conditions you can’t 
and shouldn’t. But you can marry and 
rear at least a couple of babies. 


F COURSE, I don’t expect you to agree 

with me, you glowing butterflies of the 
business world who are putting such a gay 
face on your state of single blessedness but 
it is a plain fact nevertheless. In your very 
independence you are passing up the only 
true joy that life can offer you. 

You are the unwitting sacrifices to a 
strange delusion, the delusion that woman 
has hitherto been an inferior sex. As if there 
could be any question of inferiority propa- 
ganda. To the contrary, each sex is obvi- 
ously supreme in its allotted sphere and 
neither can ape the other without disaster. 

They say that many young men, like that 
boy on the train, are avoiding marriage 
in these times for financial reasons. Those 
are merely reasons they give. Men always 
did avoid marriage; no man really wants 
to get married until some girl gets him 
worked up to face a convention that is out 
of tune with all his strongest instincts. Men 
haven’t changed but women have. 

True enough, while the laws of chance 
rule human meetings, there will always be 
spinsters by fate. But we're considering here 
a distinct and unnecessary addition to the 
sisterhood, the modern spinster by choice. 
It matters not whether her choice is delib- 
erate or an unconscious reaction to a new 
phase of education. 

At twenty-five, I happen to know that 
Lois K., was eminently marriageable, and 
that there were men who felt it, who 
hovered about her, and who would have 
proposed had she led them to it. But she 
had the social service bee in her bonnet 
then. She played the intellectual side of 
her make-up too strongly. She thought and 
spoke too much of her career. 

Today she is fully awake to her mistake, 
but it is too late. For two years I have 
watched her campaigning for a husband 
among the men she meets. Her methods 
are awkward. She has tried every réle from 
coquetry and feminine helplessness to the 
easy frankness of lunch-hour pals. Her 
costume and the cut of her bob have varied 
with each rédle. 

All futile because all are artificial. These 
are conscious attitudes and not the boiling 
up of primitive instincts. Lois has the in- 
stincts surging within her but they have so 
long been overlaid by masculine traits 
acquired in her competitive life on the mas- 
culine plane that she’s lost the secret of 
releasing them. 


But if this problem went no further than 
the individual fate of the unmarried business 
or professional women of today, we might 
ignore it. I’m thinking however of count- 
less younger girls in high schools, business 
schools and colleges, of thousands of girls 
who are just going to work as stenographers 
or clerks. They are tempted by the glam- 
ourous independence of the business women 
a few years ahead of them in experience. 
But they are ignorant of the essential trag- 
edy of the unmarried business woman’s life 
since the latter, in self-defense, takes good 
care to camouflage it even from herself. 


A friend of mine has an_ attractive | 


daughter just out of art school. She does 
advertising layouts and puts more money 
on her back and in the bank than the young 
salesman who is courting her if I may use 
so old-fashioned a word. 

“Let him stew awhile,” she says frankly. 
“I'd rather marry him than any boy I know. 
But I’m not so sure I want to get married 
at all. I've got lots of time anyhow. I 
want to play around for awhile.” 

So she left her parent’s home and set up 
her own studio. That's the sort of thing that 
is happening all around us. Girls used to 
fall in love and promptly get married. They 
took an awful chance. Nowadays girls fall 
in love, but they don’t get married. They 
are taking a worse chance. They think there’s 
lots of time, but there isn’t. They think the 
ideal man will come along, but he won’t. 

Among primitive peoples, the unmarried 
girl is shamed. She is forced to sit in the 
corner of the wigwam passively with her 
hair over her face. Or else she is an outcast 
from the village. In the Middle Ages spin- 
sters were herded through the streets and 
jeered at. If that was cruel and stupid, it 
was little more stupid than the present 
glorifying of the bachelor girl, which holds 
up before the eyes of younger girls an un- 
natural alternative to marriage. 

But if it is unnatural, if every one of 
these unmarried business women would 
scrap her freedom gladly for a home and 
children, how has the situation come about? 

Remember what the stodgy old conserva- 
tives used to predict when sex emancipation 
first flared up as a fiery social issue? That 
this new woman of the twentieth century 
would surely lose her charm? 


IDICULOUS!” the progressives re- 

torted. “The new woman, competing 
with men in business as well as politics, in- 
tellectually man’s rival, freed from the un- 
fair double standard and playing man’s game 
man’s way, is going to be all the more 
charming.” 

And today these advocates of the emanci- 
pated woman say, “I told you so. Aren't 
these free modern girls with their bobbed 
hair and short skirts, with their cigarettes 
more alluring than ever?” 

To which the reply is a categorical no. 

Let’s consider less superficial things than 
garments and_ smoking. Consider the 
psychological situation, which isn’t manifest 
as yet except to the clinician. That is where 
the change has come, and oddly enough it 
is exactly what those old conservatives pre- 
dicted. In so far as the new woman has 
become a new woman, in so far as she is 
playing man’s game like a man, imitating 
his mental habits, she has lost her charm 
for him. 

Let me give you a typical chapter in the 
story as seen through a young man’s eyes. 
He is a rising executive in a bank, un- 
married. He has had three secretaries in 
the past two years. 

“I’m dead sure I'd have fallen in love 
with any one of those girls,” he told me, 
“if I had been thrown into as intimate 
contact with them in their homes as I was 
in the bank. But each of them was so 
capable, so self-reliant, so snappily efficient, 
that somehow I escaped. They didn’t quite 
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in 
| teaching, sewing—you were safe. 


|get me stirred up beyond the usual sex in- 
terest.” 

Strangely, this young man failed to re- 
alize why two of his secretaries had abruptly 
left for another job. They had fallen in 
love with him. But the artifical code of 
their business life and the formal surround- 
ings of the bank had prevented their lapsing 
into the appealing state that would have 
aroused his domineering impulse to possess 
/utterly and to protect. When the conflict 
in each girl's soul became unbearable, she 
had to get away. 

There you have typically the dilemma oi 
these modern young business women. They 
can have plenty of sex experiences if they 
choose. But they can't have marriage unless 
they throw to the winds all their academic 
notions concerning sex equality, that patent 
misnomer which, despite its fallacy, has 
taken such a hold on women that many of 
them in the present generation must suffer 
spiritual vivisection before their social ex- 
periment is proved futile. 


“ EUT,” protested a mother with whom I 
was discussing this situation recently, 
“girls have got to be trained for a business 
career nowadays. It’s their only salvation.” 

“Why do you say that?” I asked. 

“Well, doctor, you know what my own 
life has been. My husband is irritable and 
domineering. I'd have left him years ago it 
only I had known how to earn my own 
living. I don’t want my daughter to be 
victimized that way by her husband.” 

“You haven't been victimized by your 
husband,” I replied, “but by your own 
nature in conflict with our new civilization. 
You have only one child and you should 
have had a great many. That is the chiet 
reason why marriage has been a disillusion- 
ment to you. Your own restless search 
for substitute satisfactions is at the root of 
your marital troubles. It has led you, like 
thousands of other mothers, to preach a 
doctrine of escape to . r_ daughter, 
Unfortunately she can’t escape in the way 
you think. Many a wife declares that the 
only reason she stays with her husband is 
her inability to support herself. As a 
matter of fact, that is only the way she 
excuses rationally a quite irrational instinct.” 

You see, this all leads back to fundamen- 
tally different but complementary traits in 
man and woman. Man is by nature * tive, 
aggressive and polygamous. Woman by 
nature passive, attractive and monondrou:. 
As civilization has advanced man has still 
been able to give full play to his essential 
traits. In business, sport and war he can 
live the active, agressive life of the jungle. 

But as a result of modern economic con- 
ditions woman can no longer live her full 
natural life. For, like it or not, it is a 
simple fact that in the relations+*p between 
the sexes, man’s desire is comple ly satisfied 
where woman's only begins. Hers is not 
satisfied until she is nursing a baby, and 
then another, and then ano..er. 

Our grandmothers did rear many babies; 
and our grandmothers lived often to an 
active, contented old age. They rarely had 
nervous breakdowns. But nowadays women 
live amid a demand for countless comforts, 
luxuries and intellectual self-developement 
making a large family impossible. 

“Doctor,” my feminine client replies to 
that, “you want to make us merely child- 
bearing machines.” 

And all I can answer is: 

“Madam, God made you that and it is 
essentially all he did make you. I’m sorry 
but it can’t be helped. It is one of the 
surest facts in nature. Of course you are 


|now denied this natural outlet for good and 


You must find some sort 
long as you found 
work—nursing, 
But now 
abandoned these outlets; your 
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sufficient reasons. 
of compensation. So 
naturally feminine 


you have 


sex impulses are frustrated or released only 
so far as to arouse a still more compelling 
desire for the children you cannot have. 

“You need marriage and need it desper- 
ately. But men as a rule don’t marry the 
independent business woman of proved com- 
petence in masculine fields. However, men 
are forever marrying nurses, waitresses, 
teachers, actresses and just nice girls. In 
other words, there are certain activities to 
which woman's nature responds, in which 
she excels and in which she can remain 
naturally feminine. They are activities 
allied to her two major functions, to attract 
the male and to mother children.” 

Which indicates there's a solution to the 
problem that so many young women are 
facing today, and it runs: 

“Girls, stick to your knitting.” 

I know one unmarried girl who bloomed 
while she was assistant buyer of infants’ 
wear in a big department store, and who is 
drying up now that she has gone in for 
real estate. All the way from tea rooms 
to teaching, from millinery to interior deco- 
rating, there are countless jobs that have 
some direct relation to those artistic, crea 
tive and attractive qualities which are the 
essence of a girl’s nature. In such activities 
only is there compensation for thwarted 
child-bearing instincts. 

In sum, then, you girls of today have got 
to find an outlet for your deepest urge in 
other than completely natural ways. Some 
of you flirt with the idea of seeking it in 
free and easy sex life such as man has had. 
But you know very well there is no release 
for you thus; from presimian times you 
have inherited the need to be the mother 
of one man’s children. 

Others of vou are seeking a way out 
through a_ revolt against old-fashioned 
marriage. To be sure, marriage is only an 
artificial institution, which came into exis- 
tence by force of cultural necessity and 
although it is an excellent institution it is 
more or less of a burden for both sexes. 
You need it more than men, however; they 
aren't naturally marrying creatures but they 
become adjusted to marriage once they're 
in it. Don't let them escape it. 

Remember that the active, aggressive, 
polygamous males would be running around 
with one girl after another, stealing each 
other's women, fighting, and _ neglecting 
children, if the institution of matrimon, 
hadn't been devised to subdue them. It 
forced upon them responsibility for one wo- 
man and her ofispring. And it gave men 
the compensation of gratified egotism, the 
privilege of possessing a wife or showing 
her off in pretty clothes, of glorying in his 
protective prowess and of extending his ego 
into the future through knowing his own 
children. 


O THE woman’s revolt against marriage 

is a revolt against her own greatest and 

most necessary triumph over men. There 

is obviously no relief for her but only for 

men in such new schemes as the much 
touted companionate marriage. 

I think I have indicated the only way 


out. Forget those meaningless words, “sex 
equality.” Stop trying half-heartedly to be 
men. Listen to the voice of that little girl 


who wants to be a mother, a nurse or a 
teacher. Then you will be happy. Men, 
who are in no way your superiors, wiil 
continue to follow their own paths, you 
will revert to yours, and you will rule them 
again as your mothers ruled them without 
the men ever knowing it. 

Of course, this sounds merely like old- 
fashioned sentimentality. And _ indeed, 
twenty-five years ago it would have been 
nothing but reactionary theory. Today, 
however, it is demonstrable truth based on 
the observed facts of a social experiment 
of which your elder sisters have been th 
living victims. . 
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malicious and vengeful satisfaction against 
Sally Messmore and the Bulrushers, she pro- 
posed a plan to her roommates, in the morn- 
ing. 

“Got any sporting blood you two?” 

“What's up?” Starr asked. Verity simply 
waited. 

“Golden opportunity, wenches, never 
knocks twice at the same door. How much 
could you raise at a pinch, Starr?” 

“Ive got a hundred and twenty-five that 
isn’t going to stir out of the old sock till it 
sees the gown it wants for commencement.” 

“Bet it does. And you, Vee?” 

“I’ve still got two hundred of the boat- 
man’s loan.” 


+ RAND! We can use it. I can dig up 
a hundred and we'll bet Ratty Mess- 
more and her crowd stiff on Sara.” 

“But Gwen thinks they’ve got something.” 

“So do they. I know different.” 

“How do you know?” 

“Can't tell you but it’s a sure thing.” In 
spite of her confidence in her plot, Sylvia 
felt an inward pang. Could there be a slip 
«anywhere? “We can clean up on it.” 

“I'd be afraid,” said Vee. “If it was my 
own money——” 

“Did I ever give you a wrong steer, Fresh- 
man?” 

“No. But——” 

“Lend me the two hundred, then. I’m 
going to put my chemise and all that per- 
tains thereunto on Sara.” 

“Oh, well, if you feel that way about it, 
Ili go in.” 

Together and with some chosen help from 
their intimates, they made up a purse that 
staggered the betting ring in The Bulrushes. 

Shortly after the week’s grace allowed by 
Messmore was up, Sara came to Twenty 
looking white. 

“Syl, the J. B. has sent for me.” 

“Know what it’s for?” 

“The letters, I suppose. What else could 
it be?” 

“Stand pat. I’m going to see Prudence 
Chase.” 

“What can you do?” said Sara. “I might 
as well pack up and get out.” 

“Don't be an ass! Keep your nerve up 
and your mouth shut. I’m in charge of this 
show.” 

As head of the Self Government and there- 
fore chairman of the Judgment Board, Pru- 
dence Chase would have all the evidence in 
the case, so Sylvia reasoned. She went to 
the seniors study and made a frontal at- 
tack, the only method with Prudence who 
had an unimpeachable reputation as a 
straight shooter. 

“Chase, I've got something I want to ask 
you privately and officially.” 

“It can’t very well be both,” said the 
chairman. 

“Wait and see. Has some one been mak- 
ing cracks about Sara La Lond?” 

“If they had I couldn’t tell you. You 
ought to know that.” 

“Sure! I know. The sacred privacy of 
the Self Gov’ and all that hooey.” Sylvia 
was always flippant on this subject. “But 
I've got reason to think that somebody is 
playing a rotten game on Sara.” 

“What is your reason?” 

“We won’t get anywhere this way,” said 
Sylvia “as long as we both want to ask all 
the questions and neither of us wants to 
give the answer. Here’s one more before 
I begin ‘> tell you things. Have you had 
an anonymous letter about La Lond?” 

Prudence’s firm lips were silent; her eyes 
steady and uncompromising. 

“Oh, well! I know you have. One sheet 


of each. A typed one and one written in 
a man’s hand. That ought to tell you that 
I know what I’m talking about since your 
high and lofty body is going to deal in 
anonymous stuff and stolen letters.” 

At this Prudence flushed. “They were 
sent in. I laid them before the J. B. as a 
hypothetical case, giving no names. They 
decided unanimously to make an investiga- 
tion.” 

“On an anonymous accusation that it was 
Sara La Lond.” 

“There were confirming details in the en- 
closed letters.” 

“Yes, I know. One was about the hitch 
hike, wasn’t it? And the other about a 
date in New York. I can even give you 
the date, the twenty-fourth.” 

“What does that prove?” 

“It proves that I know enough to have 
a right to be heard.” 


“You can come before the Board if you | 


like.” 

“I don’t want to come before the Board. 
And I don’t want Sara to have to come. 
I’m dealing with you.” 

“You mean officially ?” 

“Make it as official as you like.” 

“T don’t like any of it.” 

“Neither do I. And what effect do you 
think it’ll have on Sara when she’s all on 
edge over the exams? Maybe you'll like 
it even less when I tell you that the whole 
thing is being engineered by that betting 


bunch over in The Bulrushes.” 


Prudence hesitated. She was obviously 
impressed and troubled. “But if there is 
nothing in it,” she said after a while, “what 
harm can it do to have La Lond before 
the Board and give her a chance to ex- 
plain ?” 

“T’ll tell you what harm it can do,” Sylvia 
said. “It can stir her up so that she’s liable 
to blow all to bits and lose out on the 
Alumnae, which is what Messmore and her 
crowd are playing for. You know how high 
strung she is. How do you think she'll take 
it if you get her up there and say, ‘We’ve 
got a letter here that involves you with a 
man in New York—’” 

“The anonymous letter didn’t say that.” 

“But that’s what it amounts to, isn’t it ?” 


RUDENCE hesitated again before reply- 

ing, “There is enough in the other two 
letters, the one written to her and the one 
written by her—” 

“How do you know it was written by her? 
It isn’t signed, is it?” Sylvia tried to keep 
her voice steady for this was the crux of the 
whole matter. If it was signed her whole 
plan was a ruin and she had let her crowd in 
for more of a loss than they could afford. 

“Just S,” answered Prudence. 

A song burst out in Sylvia’s heart, a paen 
of thanksgiving. The way was now clear. 


“And the other letter doesn’t give any | 


name.” Che was sure of that. 


“No, but I’m afraid it tallies too well with | 
known facts. I never would have let the | 


thing go as far as this if it didn’t.” 

“Let me sce the letters, Chase.” 

“As a material witness I suppose you might 
be atthorized to see them,” concluded the 
official. “I'll take a chance.” She unlocked 
an iron box, lifted ct some papers neatly 
docketed, and Landed two sheets to the vis- 


itor. One was i: Mark Rainger’s bold writ- | 


ir;. Sylvia glanced over that and the 


typed one, thea she folded the letters and | 
put tiem in her pocket. Prudence Chase | 


stepped between her and the door. 
“Give them back, Hartnett.” 
Sylvia shook her head. 
“You won’t get out of this room with those 
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letters. I can’t let you,” said Prudence. 

“I’ve a right to them. They’re my letters.” 

“Yours!” 

“Certainly,” was the cool return. “Where 
did you ever get the wild idea that they were 
Sara’s?” 

“All the circumstances,” replied the be- 
wildered official. She was thrown quite 
off balance by this turn of events. “I've 
checked up on them.” 

“Have you? What, for instance?” 

“The hitch hike in the blizzard. Every- 
one knows she was on that.” 

“So was I.” 

“Three weeks later she was away over a 
week end.” 

“So was I.” Sylvia had been away over 
most week ends until her interest in Patter- 
son Gifford kept her on the campus. 

“Of course I wasn’t checking up on you. 
But the week end date made in this letter 
matches with La Lond’s green slip for the 
twenty-fourth.” 

“Look again. You'll find another green 
with Hartnett on it.” 

“But the signature on the typed—” 

“S stands for Sylvia as much as for 
Sara.” 


a admit that you’ve made out a case 
against yourself,” said the Board chair- 
man after a time. “I don’t know what to do 
with it unless I take it up with some mem- 
ber of the Faculty Discipline Committee. 
Patterson Gifford is on that committee.” 

“He won't believe it.’ The words had 
leaped to Sylvia’s lips from her startled 
heart. 

“No. He won't believe it,” said Prudence, 
“because it isn’t true, Sylvia Hartnett.” 

“What right have you to say that to 
me?” demanded Sylvia. She was com- 
pletely on the defensive. 

“No right perhaps.” There followed a 
teavy silence. “Well, assuming that you 
have, are you in love with the man?” 

With Gifford in her mind, Sylvia could 
not be unfaithful to her love for him by 
even so much as an idle word. ‘Does one 
have to be in love,” she retorted, “to make 
a date with a man?” 

“And now I know you're lying.” 

“Is that official?” Sylvia shot back. 

“We'd better agree not to regard any of 
this as official, I think.” 

“It’s all official as far as I’m concerned. 
And so is this.” Sylvia snatched the in- 
criminating notes from her pocket tore 
them to fragments, and tossed them out of 
the window where an_ obliging wind 
scattered them to the obliterating friendli- 
ness of the dark. 

After an involuntary movement Prudence 
said in a low voice: “Where does that leave 
me? I've trusted you with the evidence 
and you've destroyed it.” 

“You don’t need any evidence. I’m leav- 
ing college.” 

“That's pretty stiff, Hartnett. I’m sorry.” 

“You needn't be sorry for me,” said 
Sylvia, though she was beginning to feel 
sorry for herself in the midst of her vic- 
tory. 

“Well, I suppose you know what you're 
doing.” 

“Perfectly. I've got other reasons for not 
staying, even if the letters hadn’t been 
found. After all I've got about as much 
out of Sperry as I ever could get.” 

“Then I'll see to it that there will be no 
further action. I'll make a statement to 
the Board that will let La Lond out. What 
will you do when you leave?” 

“Haven't made up my mind yet.” 

“If you've a fortnight to spare this sum- 
mer,” said Prudence, “why not run up to 
the island and put it in there?” 

Sylvia flushed. No invitations in Sperry 
were so prized as the rare ones to that 
almost fabulous river barony which had 
been in the Chase family through many 


proud generations. And this was more than 
an invitation. It was Prudence’s way of 
testifying that she understood Sylvia’s ac- 
tion and admired it. Sylvia would have 
loved to accept and was on the point of 
doing so when the intrusive thought of Giff 
changed her eager words to— 

“Thanks ever so much but I think I'll be 
in Europe.” 


Dear—darling (she wrote to Gifford that 
evening): 

Please don’t blame me for what I am 
doing I couldn’t stand up publicly and 
tell old Shenstone that I was wrong when 
I know I was right. You wouldn't really 
want me to; not really. It wouldn’t be the 
me that you love and that loves you. 

There’s another reason but that has to 
do with some one else so I can’t tell you 
now. You'd think it was a good reason. 

The best possible thing for me, for both 
of us, is to leave now before things go too 
far. You say, yourself, that we are bound 
to crash if we keep on seeing each other and 
we'd always keep on as long as we are here. 
Your life is . here. You've got your 
standards to live up to and your religion 
of scholarship. I couldn't bear it to come 
between you and that. And I’m doing a 
little something for that religion, too, by 
leaving—some day maybe I can tell you why 
and that is going to keep me from being 
too unhappy. 

I know it will be hard for us, terribly 
hard. But it had to come sooner or later 
and this is the best way. Truly it is, dear. 
I hear you've been away, so you probably 
won't get this till after I have left. 

Please always remember, Giff, that I’m 
not sorry; that I wouldn’t have it any 
other way if we had these past weeks to live 
over again, and that I always want for you 
everything grand and successful and happy 
that life can give you. For that’s the way 
I love you. 

—S. 


OLEMN conclave of Suite Twenty had 

decided that there should be no moaning 
of farewell when Sylvia Hartnett put out to 
sea from the happy precincts, but such a 
party as should fittingly celebrate the past 
good times they had had together. Im- 
promptu it had to be, for she had packed up 
and was leaving at once. She did not want 
to see Giff again. Not then, anyway. 


All the ruling class of Trumbull was at 
the party, but the spirit was lacking. Sylvia 
was going to leave a big hole in the com- 
munity life. Moreover there was a feeling 
of restriction, of mystery; nobody really 
knew what it was all about for the girl 
had jealously guarded her secret lest some 
inkling of it get back to Sara La Lond 
who would never have permitted the 
sacrifice. The last thing that Sylvia desired 
was the pale glory of the martyr. For pub- 
lic consumption it was given out that Miss 
Shenstone was the agency of her being 
kicked. 

While gossip danced at the party Vee 
edged into her own room. When she 
emerged she had on her hat and a heavy 
coat. The roomful of girls exchanged 
glances but no words. Starr followed her 
into the hall. 

“What's the idea, kid?” 

“Motoring.” 

“Where ?” 

“Dunno.” 

“When'll you be back?” 

“Same answer.” 

“Oh, all right!” 

“Don’t be sore, Twinklestar. It is all 
right. It’s Lower Seven, the Prince of Pull- 
man.” 

Hurrying across the campus by a main 
path, for it was not yet after hours, Vee 
felt herself pursued. A glance backward 
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disabused her. Patterson Gifford’s normal 
pace was swift enough to overtake anyone, 
but that was obviously not his present pur- 
pose. He was merely taking one of his 
nocturnal tramps. He would pass her, un- 
seeing, unnoting, unspeaking unless— 

“Professor Gifford.” Vee had not fully 
formulated what she wanted to say; the 
call had come to her lips instinctively. 

He stopped short and peered at her. 
“Yes. Miss Clarke?” said he uncertainly. 


“Yes. Giff—Oh, I’m sorry. I didn't 
mean—” 
“It doesn’t matter. Has anything hap- 
pened ?” 


“Don’t let her go,” she begged inco- 
herently. “You can stop her. Can’t you?” 

“Let who go where?” he said sharply. 

“Sylvia Hartnett.” 

“Where is she going?” 
leaving college. Didn’t you 
“No. I've been away. I'll send for her 
tomorrow.” 

“Tomorrow she'll be gone,’ 

“On the early train?” 

“Yes. The six-twenty.” 

“Thank you, child,’ he said, then lifted 
his cap and went on. 

For Vee it was as good as a promise. 
Half fearful, half glad over what she had 
done, she scurried along. 


said Vee. 


MAN came toward her, and with a glad 
cry she ran to meet him. A moment 
later she was whirling away in Harvey’s car. 
Tabitha of the Seven Toes climbed up a 
tree the better to observe an object moving 
across Lake Risiquara. Undeniably it was 
a boat and unquestionably it was headed 
for the island. The long, easy sweep of the 
—_ suggested the stroke of Harvey West- 
all. 

Tabitha purred, somewhat prematurely, 
as it proved. For the boat had stopped. 
The rower was resting on his oars. 

“What's your view as to my coming back 
there to kiss you?” he said to his passenger. 

“Don’t rock the boat,” she said. “There's 
a time for all things as a well known 
authority once stated.” 

“That reminds me,” Harvey said. “Half 
way across Lake Rubicon Caesar paused, lit 
a cigarette, and recalled something.” 

“The Rubicon. Is that what you call 
this ?” 

“Well, isn’t it appropriate? There lies 
the shore we've just come from. I’m only 
the boatman. If you tell me to turn and 
row back—” 

“Isn't it a little late for that?” 

“Depends on the angle of view. You're 
free, white and getting on for twenty-one.” 

“I'm not! Do you want to go back?” 

“Not in a million years.” 

“What was it Caesar recalled after his 
cigarette got going?” 

“An unfortunate—I mean fortunate mis- 
understanding. What did those two spoons 
mean ?” 

Vee’s firm little chin fairly sagged with 
amazement. “What did they mean? 
You're the one that ought to know. I don't 
suppose you've forgotten.” 

“IT haven’t forgotten because I never 
knew.” 

“See here, Harvey Westfall, did you or 
did you not send them to me?” 

“I believe I did. I further believe that 
there was some deeply esoteric symbolism 
attached to them. And I'd like to know 
what it is.” 

“If you didn’t hear what I said to you in 
Lower Seven—” 

“Never was in Lower Seven in my un- 
traveled young life,” he interrupted. 

“It must have been you. If it wasn’t, 
how did you know?” 

“Intuition,” was the airy reply. “Plus a 
little outside help.” 

“Sylvia and Starr,” Vee said. “They gave 
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me away. What swine! 
I hate you, and—” 

“In the words of your own inspired sen- 
timent, isn’t it a little late for that?” 

“Ycu cheated.” 

“IT admit it. I'd do it again to rescue 
you from the Unknown Demon of the Pull- 
man.” 

“He wasn’t a demon. He was a duck. 
And if I ever come across him—” 

“T'll shoot him,” said Mr. Harvey West- 
iall pleasantly. “Then there can’t be any 
turther confusion.” 

“T never would have believed that you— 
that anyone—” 

“You'll be able to believe much more 
after dinner, as the White Queen said. 
There’s Tabitha waving her tail in welcome 
and you may have heard that it’s very bad 
luck to disappoint a seven toed cat, so I 
really think, as she’s expecting us to din- 
ner we'd better hurry.” 

“I’m going back right after dinner,” said 
Verity. 

“In that case I’d better hurry and get 
some firewood.” With Tabitha as escort 
he did this, built and lighted a fire while 
Verity undid the various bundles they had 
brought with them in the boat. 

“Now,” she said, “you may sit down and 
watch.” 

“It’s a corking good supper,” he con- 
ceded an hour later. “Practically as good 
as I could do myself.” 

“T owed you that. It isn’t all I owe you 
either. I expect to return the money you 
lent me as soon as I get back.” 

He grinned his cheerful grin. “Does this 
mean that all is over between us?” 


ROSE and went into the inner room. 
“There’s a perfectly good lock on the 
door,” he pointed out. “And there’s Gwen, 
perched on the mantel for a perfectly good 
chaperone. I'm going to take Tabitha on 
a stroll around the estate while you think 
it over.” 

When he and the seven toed cat got 
back the inner room was dark. The outer 
room was dim and singularly lonely. Harvey 
turned up the light and !ooked at the closed 
and forbidding door. He turned his eyes 
away from it and there was manifested to 
his surprised gaze a portent. 

The picture of Gwen the Chaperone had 
been transferred from the mantel of the in- 
ner room to the mantel of the outer 
room. 

Over the breakfast, cooked by Mr. 
Harvey Westfall, it being his turn, there 
was that familiar domestic scene, a dis- 
cussion. 

“But I’ve got to get back, Harve. 
mencement’s next week.” 

“Well, of course, if you’re so anxious to 
go—” 

“T don’t want to go a bit. But you don’t 
want to see me kicked from coll, do you?” 

“Tl tell you,” he said with an air of in- 
spiration as fresh as if he had not been 
making the same suggestion in various forms 
for the past hour. “Let’s stay here for 
lunch. Then I'll row you back and we'll 
pick up the car and I'll run you back in 
that.” 

“I ought not to,” Vee said. “But I'd so 
love to. Oh, all right! I don’t care.” 

At eight o’clock that evening Mr. Harvey 
Westfall’s car, suffering from some obscure 
ailment was stalled beside a large, soft mud 
puddle on one of those back roads which he 
had mentioned with such confidence. 

“Isn’t there any way I can get back to 
college ?” 

“TI might be able to hire a car somewhere. 
But at that, we couldn’t make it before 
two or three A. M.” 

“No good.” Vee surrendered. “I’m 
awiully tired. I'll have to telephone Starr 
to fix things up for me. I guess she can work 
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it They get a 

around commencement 
Two muddied and weary 

arrived at Graeme Inn 

| Westfall was registering Vee 

on long distance. She 


young people 
While Harvey 
got her room 
mate returned with 
news 
“Sara La Lond has won the 
I've won a lot of money So 
pay you back.” 
“Isn't it a little 
“Hush yourself 
Mrs. Hildegarde Protheroe, 
President, and Itinerant Lecturer of the 
White Lily League of Purity, stood in the 
courtyard of the Graeme Inn preparatory 
to making an early morning start Her 
eye, sweeping the facade of the ancient 
building, was arrested by the glimpse of a 
face at an open window. The face hastily 
withdrew. Mrs. Protheroe marched back 


and 
can 


Alumnae 
now I 


late for—" 
up,” said Vee 
Organizer, 


| into the inn. 


“Oh, Harve!” said Verity. : 
“What's up?” asked the owner of 
name through a haze of lather. 


the 


“Mrs. Protheroe. I’m sure she saw me.” 
“Who's Mrs. Protheroe?” 
“The lecturer. You know. Babe Proth- 


She looked as if she were 


“Well, I don’t see how anyone that had 
|once seen you could forget you,” said 
Harvey. “At that you've got a right to 


| shelter at an inn.” 


“Yes. But Harve, I’ve got to get back 
just as soon as I can.” 
A rented car landed her at a trolley line. 
As she stepped on the platform Harvey 


| Westfall called after her: 


| 


“I nearly forgot. What was it about those 
spoons ?” 

“You'll never know. Never!” answered 
the girl as the car bore her away. 


HE locomotive gave four deep drawn, 

‘laboring puffs getting under way, the 
train in one of whose coaches sat reluctant 
Sylvia. They seemed to the girl like the 
dry, thick, slow sobs of some one forcing 
herself to abandon a loved place. 

Some one was standing over her after a 
time. The conductor. Her ticket! What 
had she done with it? She fumbled at her 
bag. A voice said, “Sylvia!” Giff’s voice, 
imperative, yet gentle and grave. 

“Oh!” she said. “Why have you come?” 

“T heard just in time. Sylvia, you must 
come back.” 

She shook her head. 

“Why not?” 

“T just can’t.” Her eyes pleaded with 
him not to ask any more. 

“See here, Sylvia; if I'll keep out of your 
not see you for the rest of the term—” 


“T can’t.” 


way, 
“That wouldn't make any difference. It 
isn’t that.” 
“Then what in the name of all that’s 
| imbecilic is it?” he demanded. 


“I wrote you a note to tell—” 

“I didn’t get it.” 

“No, of course not. It wasn’t mailed till 
last night. Stupid of me. My head feels 
funny, Giff. And my heart feels funny, 
too. What are you going to Bartonsville 
for?” 


“Nothing. I took the train because I 


| knew you were on it.” 


“How did you know? If you didn’t get 


| my— 

“Never mind how. I’m not going to let 
| you go.” 

“You're making it awfully hard,” she 
murmured. 

“If it’s that Shenstone woman—?” 

“Oh, no! It’s more serious than that. 
Much.” 

He looked at her, imperious, insistent. 


| 
| 


She answered the look. 

“Do I have to tell you, Giff?” 

“Did you expect that I'd let you go with- 
out ?” 
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The eternal feminine sprang to life within 


Sylvia, the impulse to test his faith in her 
‘Suppose it were something I've done 
Something I'm ashamed to tell you?” 

“Don't be an ass 

In spite of her misery for herself and for 
him she laughed It was so absolutely 
Giffish, that retort 

“Just the same I'd have been kicked if 
I hadn't got out.” 

“Will you kindly tell me why?” He 
spoke in the rigid, measured tone of one 
sorely tried who was maintaining his 
temper against severe pressure 

“There was a note found. It was lost 
the night of the fire drill.’ 

“Well?” he said 

“It was traced to me.” 

HE said carefully, “There was a secret 

date for a week end with a man, in New 
York.” For the moment she found it an 
impossible effort to lift her eyes to his. 
What would she read in that intent look of 
his? Shock? Wrath? Jealousy? Bewil- 
derment? Hurt? 


“You're a most inept little liar, my dear,” 


he said. “Better give it up.” 

“Do you trust me as much as that, Giff 
dear?” 

“Absolutely.” Their hands slipped to- 
gether. 

“That makes it easier,’ she murmured. 


Then with a little smothered cry, “No. It 
makes it harder.” 

“Don’t you think you'd better tell me the 
truth now?” 

“I can't. It wouldn’t do any good.” 

“Because you're shielding some one else. 
I see I shall have to figure it out for my- 
self from what information I now have. 
That shouldn’t be very difficult. Given a 
compromising note lost shortly before a 
scholarship contest with heavy betting on 
it, a reversal in the betting odds—” 

“Don’t Giff!” 

Sylvia’s fingers tightened on Giff’s in a 
spasm of strength that checked his words. 

“Giff, I was no good here anyway. I 
didn’t matter. Sara does. She matters 
more than anyone. You said that your- 
self. You'd have done the same thing your- 
self in my place. You know you would. 
If they’d pinned it on Sara it would have 
meant the end for her. With me it only 
means—” 

“The end for us,” he said with such bit- 
terness that she winced away from him. 

“It had to come anyway, a separation,” 
she whispered. “How could we keep on as 
we were?” 

“How are we to keep on without each 
other? Have you thought of that?” 

“Have I thought of anything else!” It 
burst from her. “I’ve thought until I can’t 
think any more. That’s why I’m going.” 

“Where ?” 

“Abroad for the summer. And when I 
come back I’m going to get a job some- 
where. Perhaps in New York. There are 
front doors to jobs.” 

“What does that mean?’ he asked. 

“Nothing,” she answered. “I was just 
thinking. After I’ve settled down some- 
where away from you, maybe I'll be able to 
think it all out and find out what this 
really is that has happened to us.” 

“I know now,” was his response. 

“We think we know.” Suddenly she felt 
older than he, wiser, more understanding, 
more capable of facing this overmastering 
force that had them in its whirl. “But it’s 
been too sudden, too tremendous, too pos- 
sessing. We've got to get to one side and 
look at it. If we don’t see each other for 
three or four months—” Her voice died 
woefully. 

He got up. “This isn’t your station,” 
cried in quick alarm. 

“This or the next, what does it matter?” 
he answered. “Will you come with me, just 
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to the platform?” He walked down the aisle 

She followed him down the aisle. Amidst 
the squealing of the brakes she said, “Giff, 
there's one thing you've got to tell me.” 

“What is it?” 

“You've got to say that you know I 
was right about Sara.” Without that how 
should she save her belief in him, in his 
loyalty to the only religion that he pro- 
fessed ? 

“Yes. You were right.” 

Then for a swift, reckless, unheeding mo- 
ment she was in his arms. The train jolted 
them apart and moved on. She stared 
through the window and saw him standing 
straight and slender, unforgettable in the 
gray rain and the mist. 


NCE again Suite Twenty was in crowded 

session. Summer vacation had come and 
gone with that inexplicable swiftness known 
grievously to all collegians. Returning, the 
clans of Trumbull Hall repaired at once to 
the lair of the H. B. V.’s as the natural ex- 
change for gossip, opinion, and prospects. 
Starr alone was in domicile on this, the 
opening day of the semester. Zigzags ot 
conversation flew through the air like 
flashes from overcharged clouds as each 
newcomer put in an appearance. 

Celia Forsythe from her seat in the win- 
dow said, “This place isn’t going to seem 
the same without Sylvia.” 

“Oh, shut up!” snapped Starr. 

“Where is she?” 

“Got a job in New York.” - 

“Well that isn’t so far from Sperry,” 
murmured a voice and Celia added: 

“Speaking of the devil, there goes our 
Giff with his war club.” 

“Maybe Syl ditched him,” somebody sug- 
gested. “She sure hit him hard and then 
they say she’ got a case on another man.” 

“Was that the one whose letters were 
found?” asked Jessamine Dahl. 

“I heard that Only Ida McKay picked 
’em up in the hall and sold ‘em to Sally 
Messmore for twenty dollars and a tartan 
blouse. 

“Messmore’s out. Prexy had a little 
heart-to-heart with her and she decided not 
to come back.” 

“La Lond’s boat gets in Saturday. She 
should worry! With the Alumnae Scholar- 
ship tucked in her jeans.” 

“And who’s taking Vee Clarke’s room?” 

“What's that about Vee?” Starr’s query 
cut across the babble. 

“She isn’t coming back, is she?” 

“Of course she’s coming back. Why 
wouldn't she be?” 

“Well, don’t bite me. I only picked up 
some gas about her having ducked out just 
before commencement. They say she was 
on a double tour.” 

“Who says that?” demanded Starr. 

“Olga Tremwich. She got it from Babe 
Protheroe’s mother.” 

Starr muttered, “That doesn’t look so 
good. I wish Vee would show up.” 

On the following noon Vee appeared 
looking radiant. She was full of the 
Caravanners’ summer trip on which she 
had made a distinct hit. When Starr faile- 
to respond te her enthusiasm Vee’s ow. 
zest simmered down. “What’s the gloom 
about, Twinklestar? Missing Syl? So’m I.” 

“Vee did Mrs. Protheroe see you any- 
where just before commencement ?” 

The light went out of the alluring face. 
“Tll say she did. Why?” 

“She’s here. And she’s been talking.” 

Verity whistled long and low. “I told 
Harve—” The other looked up quickly at 
the name—“that she had spotted us.” 

“Us?” repeated Starr. 

“Yes, us,” said Verity. 

Pink Delavan blew into the room like a 
gale and gave greeting. “Hello, Vestals! 
Vee, what have you been up to now?” 


“Nothing that you haven't heard about 
most likely,” replied Starr 

“Don’t get rancid at me. I'm not re- 
sponsible.” 

“Who is?” 

“Mrs. Hildegarde Lilywhite Protheroe 
She's been to Prex.” 

“Did she tell Prexy anything about me?” 

“She wasn’t sure who it was but I think 
she saw some girl that she recognized as a 
Sperry student in a hotel room somewhere.” 

“Fair enough,” said Vee. “What's she 
going to do about it?” 

“Oh, she thought it would be nice if 
Prexy would hold a review of the whole coll | 
so she can pick out the guilty wretch.” 

“What'd he say?” 

“What would you suppose? Told her to} 
go to the devil of course, in that old school, 
unimpeachably courtly way of his.” 

“Td love to have been there,” said Starr. | 

“I’m going there,” announced Vee. “Now.” | 

Her chin was out and Starr knew better | 
than to attempt dissuasion. The girl set | 
out for the office of President William B. 
Cressline, the wise, the grave, the gentle, the 
humorous, the open minded and close} 
mouthed old head of Sperry College. 

In an hour she came back with her eyes | 
abnormally bright. 

“What did he say?” demanded Starr. | 

“Enough. Starr, you'll have to get an- 
other H. B. V. I'm officially disqualified.” 

“Oh, Vee! Are you kicked?” 

“If you cry I'll beat you up. I’m not 
kicked. I've resigned.” | 

“Then he did know about you and Har- 
vey.” 

“What did you tell him?” 

“I told him I was married.” 

“And I suppose he believed it,” jeered 
her roommate. “Couldn’t you think of a 
funnier one than that?” 

“Lots of ’em,” was the cheerful reply. 
“But this one happens to be true.” 

“Mar—Vee! To Harvey?” 

“Who did you think it was to? Lucky 
Lindbergh ?” 

“T don’t believe it. Is it legal?” 

“I hope so,” said Vee. 

“Aren’t you going to tell me about it?” 


“yr. The night I eloped from the party 
here Harve was waiting in Lovers’ Lane. | 
The minute I set eyes on him—well, maybe 
not that very minute but pretty darn’ soon 
afterward—I knew it was all over for little 
Vee. It hits some people that way,” she 
added. 

“He had his car waiting off campus. He 
said, ‘I’m going to take you back to the 
island.’ And I said, ‘All right,’ just as if it 
was the most natural thing in the world to 
be taking trips to a lonely island with a 
man. It seemed perfectly natural with Harve. | 
After we’d gone about forty or fifty OF! 
ten miles he said, ‘If you know any reason 


why this man and this woman should 7 
be joined together in the bonds of mat- | 


rimony by our friend Jim Bascover, Justice 
of the Peace for the town of Risley Center, 
speak now or forever after hold the 
thought.’ And I said, ‘Not as far as I’m 
concerned if that’s the way you feel about 
it.’ And that’s all there was to it.” 

“But why did you come back?” 

“That’s what Harve says. He’s been 
chasing the Caravanners around this sum- 
mer, on and off, like a stage door Johnnie. 
I came back because I did want to go on 
with my course. Through Sophomore year 
anyway, especially in drama. Oh, well! No 
luck. I don’t know that I care so much, 
though. Harvey’s worth it.” She turned 
upon her roommate a peaceful smile. 

That night when Starr, feeling lonely 
and lost, came back to Suite Twenty, a 
ghost sat in the window seat smoking a 
Camel. The ghost spoke in a cool, soft 
voice. 


“Hello, Starr.” 
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“He Used to Belong 
to Our Crowd ne 


“He’s the only one of the old 
gang who made good” 


“Tuat's Bob Thompson, sales manager for Fink & 
Snyder. They say he makes $15,000 a year. 

“Yet it hasn't been long since he wasn’t making 
more than $35 a w know, because he used to 
belong to our crowd. There were six of us and there 
was hardly a night that we didn’t bowl or shoot pool 
or play cards together. 

“Lots of times we would sit down and talk about 
earning more money, but that’s all it ever amounted 
to—talk! Bob was the only one who really did 
anything. 

“I'm through wasting my spare time like this,’ 


| he said one night. ‘I’m going to take up a course 


with the International Correspondence Schools and 
try to make something of myself before it is too late.’ 

“We didn’t see much of Bob after that—he'd al- 
ways laugh and say he was ‘too busy’ when we'd ask 
Lim to join a party. 

“Look at him now. A big man in a big ie. 
Making five times as much as I'll ever Pe. Oh, 
what a fool I was not to send in that I. C. S. . coupon 
when he did!” 


How much longer are you going to wait before taking 
the step that you know will bring you advancement and 
-—. money? Aren't you tired working for a small 


salar. 

It "takes only a moment to mark and mail this salary- 
Taising coupon and find out what the Internationa] Cor- 
respondence Schools can do for you. Surely it is better 
to send it in today than to’ wait a year or years 
i. then realize how much the delay has cost you. 
7 it now! 


Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
“The Universal University’ 

Box 6255-M, Seranton, Penna. 

Without cost or obligation, en send me a 
your booklet, “Whe Wins and * and full erties 
about the subject before which I marked 
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES | 


Personnel Management Business end Sign 
Traffic Management Show Card and 
Accounting and C. P. Letterin 

Coaching and Typing 


} Business Management Advertising 
Industrial Management English 


Cost Accounting Civil Service 
Bookkeeping Railway Mail Clerk 
Salesmanship }Cemmon School Subjects" 
Secretarial_Work High School pentose 
Spanish (1 French Illustrating Cartoo 
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
Electrical Engineer Architect 
Electric Lighting Architects’ Blueprints 
Mechanical Engineer Centractor and Builder 
Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice 
Railroad Positions 
Gas Engine Operating 
Civil Engineer () Mining 
Surveying and Mapping 


Concrete Builder 
Structural Engineer 
Chemistry () Pharmacy 
Autemobile Work 
Airplane Engines 
Agriculture and Poultry 


Plumbing and Heatin, 
Mathematics 


Steam Engineering Radio 
ame... 


City 
if you reside in Canada, ‘send this ‘coupon to the Interna- 
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal 


For FEMININE HYGIENE 


Wise women keep their faith in MU-COL, 
There’s a reason. ey soon learn it is 
dependable. With its pleasing fragrance 
and cool comfortable stimulation, it proves 
a revelation to those accustomed only to 
om carbolic or coal tar douche. 
U-COL is a hygienic powder; dis- 
a quickly, can be used freely with- 


out 
MU-COL 
At Druggists, 35c, 60c, $1.20, or 
The MU-COL Company 
167 E. Tupper St., Buffalo, N.Y. 


Send for Free Sample 
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Miss Anderson's Statement 
When I arrived at the Kauf- 
mann & Fabry Studio my hair 
was straight as you may see in 


the picture at the left. I had 
very little faith In any of the so- 
ealled hair-wavers and expected 
I would have to visit my hair- 
dresser before keeping my other 
posing appointments in the 
afternoon To my delight, as 
you will see from the centcr 
photograph, it was not neces 
sary My hair was perfectly 
waved I have proved to my 
own satisfaction that Maison 


Mareellers will save time, 

money and the bother of waiting 

to have one’s hair marcelled 
(Signed) Evelyn Anderson 


bundred other 


Notice to Readers 
A Chicago representative of this maga- 
zine and representatives of over one 


nationally known 

magazines and newspapers witnessed 

a demonstration of these wavers and 

found them to be successful and very 
satisfactory. 


KAUFMANN & FABRY CO. 

Commercial Photographers 

425 Seuth Wabash Avenue 
CHICAGO 


Matson de Beaute, 
Chicago, Illinois 

I, Edward J. Cook, hereby 
certify that these are actual 
hotographs taken by me while 
Miss Evelyn Anderson's hair 
was marcelled with Marvelous 
Marceliers. The one at the 
left shuws Miss Anderson's hair 
as she entered my studio. That 
at the right shows the Marvel- 
ous Marecellers in place. The 
center phutograph shows Miss 
Anders9a‘s as it appeared 
30 minutes la 

(Jigned) J. Cook. 
Subscribad and sworn to before 
me this 24th aay of March, 1926, 
Emma W. Stolzenbach, 
Notary Public 


Have Gloriously Waved 
Hair All The Time 


Amazing New Method Makes Perfect Marcel 
Just 30 Minutes—At Home—Whenever Convenient 


1. anyone ever told you that you could have the 
loveliest marcelied hair you ever saw, every day in the 
year, without another trip to the beauty shop, without 
another ruinous touch of the hot iron or other torturous 
methods you wouldn't believe it 

Yet, it is literally true. You can have the most beauti- 
fully groomed, gloriously waved head of hair imaginable, 
all the time. And you needn't step outside your home 
to get it 

Just 30 minutes with the Maison Marcellers, once 
a week—right at home—and marcels, as perfect and 
lovely as the most skil ed specialist in waving can give 
will be yours from now on. 


A $1.50 Marcel Saved Every Time 
You Use Them 


No one knows better than you how those trips to the 
beauty shop mount up. Your Maison Marcellers will 
save all this expense. Think of it! In no time at all, 
you have saved the price of a new frock. And the initial 
cost is practically nothing——-just the price of a marcel or 
two—and you are free from waving expense forever’ 


It Waves While You Dress 


What if someone does phone a dinner invitation just 
after you have come in from a swim, with your hair still 
damp’ What if you do return from a blowy motor ride 
or a wave-ruining round of golf to find that the crowd is 
planning to leave in thirty minutes for a dance in a nearby 
town? You can be ready, with hair beautifully groomed 
and smoothly waved 


*All you do is slip the Maison Marcellers on slightly 


dampened locks—and while you freshen up and change 
your frock, your hair is waving. At the end of thirty 
minutes you slip the Maison Marcellers off—and your 
hair lies in smooth soft, loose waves about your face! 


Restores Your Hair’s Natural Beauty 


Consider what happens to your hair when it is con- 
tinuously waved with hot irons As you know, 
single hair is a tiny hollow tube. Every time the hot iron 
touches it each fragile tube is bent and twisted, first one 
way, then another. This constant bending back and 
forth soon breaks the hair off, and leaves you with a 

of uneven-length, brittle hair 

You won't believe how quickly your hair will ain all 
the soft, silky lustre that Nature has bestowed on it, 
onee you are free from the tyranny of hot irons, the hot 
blast of water-wave “setting.” A few months, and your 
hair will recover its beauty. And after that, you will 
never go back again to hair-ruining irons 

Maybe you have let your hair go completely, worried 
along with straight, straggly, unkempt locks, because 
your hair could not longer stand the ruinous waving 
methods. This is your chance to have again all the 
softening, becoming beauty of naturally waved locks. 


For Any Kind of Hair— 
For Any Arrangement 


‘The photographs reproduced above tell more plainly than 
words just what_a wonderful wave the Maison Mar- 
cellers achieve. The prominent photographer who took 
these pictures has given an affidavit testifying to the 
facts. The model herself was so delighted with the 
results of the Maison Marceller wave that she also added 
her statement to that of the photographer 
For no matter whether your hair is soft and fluffy, coarse 
and straight, long or short, the Maison Marcellers will 
give you a wave of unbelievable beauty. No matter how 
you wear it—in a shingle bob, Ina Claire, horseshoe wave 
or pompadour, center or side part—you will have a 
foes marcel, perfectly suited to the style you prefer 

is the simplest thing in the world to do. Just place the 
Maison Marcellers on your hair and catch the locks in 

ace. The Maison Marcellers adapt themselves to any 
style we requirement. They are amazingly comfort- 
able on the head, too. Made of soft rubber, light at 

designed. If 


xible, scientifically you have had 


“permanent,” the Maison Marcellers are just the thing 
you need to change its kink Into a lovely, natural wave 
or they will repsace its Gesooearing curl with a smooth, 
even marcel f course, you haven't had a permanent, 
there is no need ever SS ave one, Maison Marcellers 
make other waving absolutely unnecessary 

Before putting this Marcelling Outfit on the market, we 
asked fifty women to try it out and give us their opinion. 
Without exception, they were most cuthunaste about it. 
Here are part of come of the letters we r 

Miss M. 8., Chicago: I recently had a — nent wave 
put in my hair and anes then have had lots of trouble 
making my hair look right But with your Maison 
Marcellers I no longer have to bother with water combs 
and now my hair is always beautifu — marcelled. 

kK. Memphis: I am cursed with thin, straight 
hair that is unusually hard to wave. I have tried many 
home marcelling outfits, but have always been dis- 
appointed until your Maison Marcellers came. Now I 
can easily keep my hair in a dandy marcel, just the way 
I want it. I can't say too much for your new invention. 


Our Wonderful, Time-Limited Offer 


Just to establish this revolutionary new invention—just 
to put it into the hands of the women whose words of 
praise will sweep the Maison Marcellers throughout the 
country, we are making this special offer to you, as one 
of the first 10,000 women to own this priceless boon to 
beauty:—-A complete set of Maison Mare 
including a new and authentic marcel fa 
chart, for only $2.98, plus a few cents’ stage—a 
price that scarcely covers the cost of making, 
packing and advertising. 


Send No Money—Just Mail the Coupon 


Even at this special price, you need not risk a penny. 
Just sign and mail the pn Ran In a few days when the 
postman brings your outfit, —_ deposit $2.98 with him 
plus a few cents’ postage). And when you put in your 
rst marcel, you'll say it was the best purchase you ever 
made in your life, for your hair waving troubles are 
ended. Every time you use this outfit, you'll get better 
and better results and you'll never have to spend your 
good time and money for marcels again. After you have 
tried this marvelous new marcelling outfit for 5 days, if 
you are not delighted with results——and If it doesn't give 
you the most beautiful marcel you ever had and improve 
your hair in — way—simply return the outfit to us and 
your money will be refunded quickly and cheerfully. 

ut don't put it off. Be among the first to take advan- 
tage of this special introductory offer. Fill in and mail 
the coupon today! 


Maison de Beaute 
5 W. Austin Ave., Chicago, Illinois 


Maison de Beaute, 
5 W. Austin Ave., Dept. 35, Chicago, Illinois 
Gentlemen 

Please send me your newly Invented marcelling out- 
ft, including set of Maison Marcellers, Marcel Style 
Chart, and pomasee directions for waving, which I 
will follow Tee to deposit $2.98 (plus postage) with 
the — , when he makes delivery. W I am not de- 
lighted with results I will return the outfit within 5 
days and you are to refund the purchase price without 
argument or delay. 


Name.. 

Address 

City.... State 
— = you expect to be out when the postman 


$3.10 with yous order and the Marcel- 
fing O Outit will be sent postpaid. 
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“Syl! You duck!” There was a sudden 
tangle of girlhood out of which rose Starr’s 
rebuking words. “You perfect idiot! Don’t 
you know better than to show a light 
directly in front of a window?” 

“Pardon, Caesar,” laughed the other. 
“I’ve been free and independent so long 
that I just forgot.” 

“How did you get here?” 

“Landed at Halifax and thought I'd drop 
off over a train. Touch of the homesicks.” 

“You're going to stay the night, aren’t 
you?” 

“Can't. Got an anxiously waiting job. 
I’m taking the midnight train.” 

“I think that’s rotten . What about 
Europe? Not married or engaged?” 

“No.” Sylvia leaned out of the window 
to drink in the soft air. A breeze shuffled 
the boughs of the nearby tree parting the 
leaves. The girl sighed. 

Starr sympathetically interpreted that long 
look and sigh. “No light now in the tower 
room. There wasn’t, after you left.” 

“I'm glad,” said Sylvia. 

“Is it as bad as that?” 

“Yes, it’s as bad as that.” 

“Then if you'll bend down and look 
through the other window, where they've 
cut out that fuzzy bush that used to occupy 
the bend you can see Giff’s office window. 
There’s a light there now. He'll be working 
there half the night.” 

“Will he?” Sylvia’s voice was carefully 
unconcerned. “Give me the latest bulletins 
on the crowd. I’m news hungry.” 


HEY talked eagerly until eleven struck; 
then the visitor showed signs of be- 
coming inattentive. It was hardly a quarter 
after the hour when she rose. 
“It isn’t nearly train time yet,” protested 
Starr. “More than an hour.” 
“Is the light still there?” whispered Sylvia. 
“Ves ” 


“Then good-by, Starr, dear.” 

“Good-by, Syl. Will you come back 
sometimes ?” 

“Yes. I think I'll come back sometimes.” 

Starr, left alone, turned over the framed 
motto of Suite Twenty and fell into revery 
before it. What was the answer to it all, 
this disrupting, commanding impulse which 
had swept her companions before it like a 
conquering wave? Was it a mere localized 
phenomenon, an exaggerated tendency “ 
to a super-feminized environment? Or 
it only that girls of the post-adolescent 
period developed a sort of mob-psychology 
of self recognition and self realization? 
Surely women in the outer world, workers 
or idlers,.did not let this one motive bulk 
so large in their more complex lives. She 
remembered a book by a German, furtively 
read, whose thesis it was that woman is a 
body without a soul, with thoughts, desires, 
plans, instincts directed to the sole end of 
love and reproduction, and all that was 
romantic in her revolted. 

Yet, how much he could find at Sperry, 
at any women’s college, to support his 
cynical and dogmatic assertion. She thought 
of the events of the year past, outgrowths 
of that explosive motivation; Nixie’s sly 
dates; Sara Lond’s acceptance of the 
implications of Mark’s friendship; Verity’s 
marriage; Sylvia Hartnett, who had asked 
of love only that it be love, and amidst 
the turmoil Prudence Chase moving on her 
course of life, cool and sweet and serene. 

Veritys come and Veritys go. Sylvias and 
Giffords gamble with their good repute in a 
fateful trial against the bank of public 
opinion and face the imminent loss unshrink- 
ing; Sara La Londs, clear-eyed and-with a 
sad sincerity, match flesh against mind and 
win or lose as the spirit is steady or 
vacillant. 

Starr, in her young, tremulous beauty, 
stood a little on one side. Dubious. Hesi- 
tant. Wondering. What was it all about? 
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j Favorite of 
the feminine world 


QTangec makes every woman a better artist of natural make-up. It changes color 
to your artistic needs as you apply it. Changes from orange to blush-rose, the 
‘'shyest’’ and most delicate color in Nature, and exactly the shade of blush-rose 
you require, depending upon the amount used. QWater-proof. Won't muss. 
Stays on all day without fading or rubbing. @Demand Tangee today. One lipstick 
for all compiexions! On sale everywhere. Twice as many women are using it this year. 
Note the name Tangee on carton and gun-metal case. The Geo. W. Luft Co., 417 Fifth Ave., 
New York. QNOTE: Tangee is healing and soothing because it has a cold cream base. 
Tangee Rouge Compact and Tangee Creme Rouge have the same magical changing quality 
as Tangee Lipstick. Ask for them. 


THE POWER OF .. . TWENTY CENTS : 

PRICES — Tangee Lipstick $1, Tangee Twenty cents brings you the miniature Tangee Beauty Set— ' 
Rouge Compact 75c, Tangee Creme all six items and the “‘Art of Make-up."” Address Dept. | 
Rouge $1, Cand for complete beauty S.S. 6, The George W. Luft Co., 417 Fifth Avenue, New York. ! 
treatment: Tangee Day Cream, Tangee ' 
Night Cream and Tangee Face Powder, 
$1 each). 25¢ higher in Canada. | 
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THE CANDY MINT WITH THE HOL 


THEY AID DIGESTION AND SWEETE 


N THE BREATH 


THE CUNEO PRESS, INC., CHICAGO 
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